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Right Honourable 

eee e 
Earl of FERSET, 


Lord Chamberlain of his M A- 
JESTYs Houſhold, G. 


My LORD. 


f F any thing may atone for the Liberty I take 
ia offering this Trifle to your Lordſhip, it is, 
wit that I will engage not to be guilty of the com- 
mon Vice of Dedications, nor pretend to | co ö 
oF 


She World an Account of the many good Qualities t 
dught to admire in your Lordſhip, I hope I may reckon 
pn it as ſome little piece of Merit, in an Age where there 

: are 
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iv The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


-are ſo many People write Panegyricks, and ſo few de- 


ſerve em. I am ſure you ought not to ſit for your 
Picture, to ſo ill a Hand as mine. Men of your Lord- 
ſhip's Figure and Station, tho uſeful and ornamental to 
the Age they live in, are yet reſery'd for the Labours of 
the Hiſtorian, and the Entertainment of Poſterity ; nor 
ought to be aſpers'd with ſuch Pieces of Flattery while 
living, as may render the true Hiſtory ſuſpe&ed to thoſe 
that come after. That which ſhould take up all my Care 


at preſent, is moſt humbly to beg your Lordſhip's par- 
don for importuning you upon this account; for ima- 


gining that your Lordſhip (whoſe Hours are all dedicated 
to the beſt and moſt important Uſes) can have any Lei- 
ſure for this Piece of Poetry, I beg, my Lord, that you 
will receive it, as it was meant, a Mark of my entire 
Reſpect and Veneration. 

J hope it may be ſome advantage to me, that the Town 
has not receiv'd this Play ill; to have depended merely 
upon your Lordſhip's Good nature, and have offer'd 
ſomething without any degree of Merit, would have been 
an unpardonable Fault, eſpecially to ſo good a Judge. 
The Play it ſelf, as ! preſent it to your Lordſhip, is a 
much more perfe& Poem than it is in the Repreſentation 
on the Stage. I was led into an Error in the writing of 
it, by thinking that it would be eaſier to retrench than to 
add: but when J was at laſt neceſſitated, by reaſon of 
the extreme Length, to cut off near ſix hundred Lines, 
I found that it was maim'd by it to a great diſadvantage. 
The Fable (which has no manner of Relation to any 
part of true Hiſtory) was left dark and intricate, for 
want of a great part of the Narration, which was left 
out in the fiſt Scene; and the Chain and Connection, 
which ought to be in the Dialogue, was interrupted in 
many other Places, But ſince what was omitted in the 
Acting is now kept in, I hope it may indifferently enter- 
tain your Lordſhip at an unbending Hour. The Faults 


which are moſt generally found, (and which I could be | 


very proud of ſubmitiag to your Lordſhip's Judgment, 
if you can have leiſure for ſo trivial a Cauſe) are, that 
the Cataſtrophe in the fifth Act is -bacbaraus, and ſhocks 

the 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. v 
the Audience. Some People, whoſe Judgment I ought 
10 have a deference for, have told me, that they wiſn d 
I had given the latter part of the Story quite another turn; 
that Artaxerxes and Ameſiris ought to have been pre- 
ſerv'd, and made happy in the Concluſion of the Play; 
that beſides the Satisfaction which the Spectators would 
have had to have ſeen two virtuous (or at leaſt innocent) 
Characters, rewarded and ſucceſsful, there might have 
been alſo a more noble and inſtructive Moral drawn that 
way. I muſt confeſs if this be an Error, (as perhaps it 


may) it is a voluntary one, and an Error of my Judg- 


ment: Since in the writing I actually made ſuch a fort of 
an Objection to my ſelf, and choſe to wind up the Story 
this _ | Tragedies have been allow'd, 1 know, to be 
written both ways very beautifully: But ſince Terror and 
Pity are laid down for the Ends of Tragedy by the great 
Maſter and Father of Criticiſm, I was always inclin'd to 
fancy, that the laſt and remaining Impreſſions, which 
ought to be left on the Minds of an Audience, ſhould 
proceed from one of theſe two. They: ſhould be ſtruck 
with Terror in ſeveral parts of the Play, but always con- 
clude and go away with Pity ; a ſort of Regret proceedi 
from Good-nature, which, tho an uneaſineſs, is not a 
ways diſagreeable to the Perſon who feels it. It was this 
Paſſion that the famous Me. Otway ſucceeded fo well in 
touching, and muſt and will at all times affect People, 
who have any Tenderneſs or Humanity. If therefore 1 


had fav'd Artaxerxes and Ameſtris, 1 believe (with ſub- 


miſſion to my Judges) I had deſtroy'd the greateſt occa- 


ſion for Compaſſion in the whole Play. Any body may 


erceive, that ſhe is rais'd to ſome degrees of Happineſs, 

y hearing that her Father and Husband are living, 
(whom ſhe had ſuppos'd dead) and by ſeeing the Enemy 
and Perſecutor of her Family dying at her Feet, purpoſe- 
ly, that the turn of her Death may be more ſurprizin 
and pitiful, As for that part of the Objection, which 
ſays, that innocent Perſons ought not to be ſhewn un- 
fortunate ; the Succeſs and general Approbation, which 
many of the beſt Tragedies that haye been writ, and 


9 which 
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vi The Epiſſle Dedicatory. 
Which were built on that Foundation, have met with, will 
be a ſufficient Anſwer for me, 


That which they call the Poetical Juſtice, is, I think, 
ſtrictly obſerv'd; the two principal Contrivers of Evil, 
the Stateſman and Prieſt, are puniſh'd with death, and the 
Queen is depos'd from her Authority by her own Son ; 


which, I ſuppoſe, will be allow'd as the ſevereſt Mortif- 
cation that could happen to a Woman of her imperious | 


Temper. 

If there can be any excuſe for my entertaining your 
Lerdſhip with this detail of Criticiſms, it is, That 1 
would have this. firſt Mark of the Honour I have for your 
Lordſhip appear with as few faults as poſſible. Did not 
the prevailing Character of your Lordſhip's excellent 
Humanity and Good. nature encourage me, what ought I 


not to fear from the Niceneſs of your Taſte and Judg- 


ment? The Delicacy of your Reflections may be very 


fatal to ſo rough a Draught as this is; but if 1 will be- | 
Heve (as I am ſure I ought to do) all Men that I have 


Heard ſpeak of your Lordſhip, they bid me hope every 


thing from your Goodneſs. This is that, I muſt ſincerely 


own, which made me extremely ambitious of your 
Lordſhip's Patronage for this Piece. I am but too ſenſible 
that there are a Multitude of Faults in it; but ſince the 
Good-nature of the Town has cover'd, or not taken no- 
tice of 'em, I muſt have ſo much diſcretion, as not to 
look with an affected Nicety into em my ſelf. With all 
the Faults and Imperfections which it may have, I muſt 
Own, I ſhall be yet very well ſatisfy'd with it, if it gives 
me an Opportunity of reckoning my ſelf from this time, 


Your Lordſhip's moſt Obedient 
and devoted Humble Servant, 
N. Rows. 
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Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


F dying Lovers yet deſerve a Tear, 

If a ſad Story of a Maid's Deſpair, 
e move Compaſſion in the pitying Fair; 
. This Day the Poet does his Art employ, 
The ſoft: Acceſſos of your Souls to try. 

Nor let the Stoick boaſt his Mind unmov'd ; 

The Brute Philoſopher, who ne er has prov'd 

The Joy of Loving or of being Lov'd 

Who ſcorns his Human Nature to confeſs, 

And ſtriving to be more than Man, is leſs, 

Nor let the Men the weeping Fair accuſe, 

Thoſe kind Protectors of the Tragick Muſe, 

I hoſe Tears did moving Otway's Labours crown, 


And made the poor Monimia's Grief their own : 


Thoſe Tears their Art, not Weakneſs has confeſt, 
Their Grief approv'd the Nicenefs of their Taſte; 
And they Weßt moſt, becanſe they judy d+ the bel. 
O could this Age's Writers hope to find 
An Audience to Compaſſion thus inclin'd, 
The Stage would need no Farce, nor Song, nor Dance, 
Nor Capering Monſieur brought from active France. 
Clinch and his Organ-Pipe, his Dogs and Bear, 

To native Barnet might again repair, 

Or breathe with Captain Otter Bankſide Air: 
Majeſtick Tragedy ſhould once agen 

In Purple Pomp adorn the ſwelling Scene. 
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The Fortunes of their Loves and Arms explore, 

Such as might grieve you, but ſhou'd pleaſe you more. 
What Shakeſpear durft not, this bold Age ſhou'd do, 
And famous Greek and Latin Beauties ; ſhew. = 
Shakeſpear, whoſe Genius to it ſelf a Law, : 


Her Search ſhould ranſack all the Antients Store, 8 


Could Men in every Height of Nature draw, 

And copy'd all but Women that he ſaw. 

Thoſe antient Heroines your Concern ſhou'd move, 
Their Grief and Anger much, but moſt their Love 
For in the Account of every Age we find - 

The beſt and faireſt of tht Sex were kind, : 
To Pity always and to Love mclin'd. 

Aſſert, ye Fair-ones, who in Judgment ſit, 

Your antient Empire over Love and Mit; 

Reform our Senſe, and teach the Men t? ' obey ; j 
They'll leave their Tumbling if you lead the way. 

Be but what thoſe before to Otway were ; 

O were you but as kind, we know you are as fair. 
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Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


ET E Spleen and Vapours, and this doleful Play, Preſ 
Have mortify'd me to that Height to-day, And. 
That I am almoſt in the mortal Mind 
To die indeed, and leave you all behind. 
Know then, ſince I reſolve i in peace to part, 
mean to leave to one alone my Heart: 

(Laſt Favours will admit of no Partage, 

I bar all Sharing, but upon the Stage) 


To 


Bs EPILOGUE. 1x 


To one who can with one alone be bleſt, | 
The Peaceful Monarch of a ſingle Breaſi: 
To one — But oh | how hard twill be to find 
That Phœnix in your fickle changing Kind ! © 
| New Loves, new Intereſts, and Religions new, 
| Still your Fantaſtick Appetites pur ſue. 
Tour ſickly Fancies loath what you poſſeſs, 
And every reſtleſs Fool would change his Place. | 
Some weary of their Peace and Quiet grown, 
Want to be hoiſted up aloft, and ſhewn ; 8 
Whilſt from the envy'd Height, the Wiſe get ſafely down. 
: We find your wavering Temper to our Coft, 
Since all our Pains and Care to pleaſe is loſt, 
Muſick in vain ſupports with friendly Aid 
Her Sifler Poetry's declining Head : 
Show but a Mimick Ape, or French Buffoon, 
You to the other Houſe in Shoals are gone, 
And leave us here to tune our Crowds alone. 
Muſt Shakeſpear, Fletcher, and laborious Ben 
Be left for Scaramouch and Harlequin? 
Allow you are unconſtant, yer tis firange, 
For Senſe is ſtill the ſame, and ne er can change: 
1 mi even in that you vary as the reſt, 
And every day new Notions are profeſs'd. 
* Nay, there's a * Wit has found, as 1 am tall, 
New Ways to Heaven, deſpairing of the old: | 
E. He ſwears he'll ſpoil the Clerk's and Sexton's Trade, 
Bells ſhall no more be rung, nor Graves be made; 
The Hearſe and Six no longer be in faſhion, 
Since all the Faithful may expect Tranſlation. 
3 What think you of the Project? I'm for trying, 
Til lay aſide theſe fooliſh Thoughts of dying; 
lay, | Preſerve my Youth and Vigour for the Stage, - 
| and be tranſlated in a good old Ages 
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Magas, Prieſt of the Sun, Friend to 


: Beliza, Confident to Cleone. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
ME N. 


Artaxerxes, Prince of Perſia, Eldeſt 


Son to the King Arſaces, by a for- Mr. Verbrogen- 


mer Queen. 
Artaban, Son to Arſaces, by Artemiſa. Mr. Booth. 
Memnon, Formerly General to Ar- | 
ſaces, now diſgrac'd ; a Friend to Mr. Betterton. 
Artaxerxes. | 
Mirza, Firſt Miniſter of State, in the 
Intereſt of Artemiſa and Artaban. 8 e e e 


Mirza and the Queen. f ag oa war 
Cleanthes, Friend to Artaban. Mr. Pack. 
Orchanes, Captain of the Guards to . 

the Queen. : np Baily. 


WOMEN. 


Artemiſa, Formerly the Wife of Tiri-" 
baſus @ Perfian Lord, now married> Mrs. Barry. 
to the King, and Queen of Perſia. 

Ameſtris, Daughter to Memnon, in 


erxes. 
Cleone, Daughter to Mirza, in love 


with Artaxerxes, and belov'd bye Mrs. Bowman. 


Artaban. 
Mrs. Martin, 


# 
% 
5 


love With, and belov'd by 8 Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


THE 


dle. 


. 
N. 


TE 


2 


- > = 


THE 


+ 


"ACT E. ; 
0 SCE NE I. A Royal Palace. 
Enter at ſeveral Doors Mirza and Magas. 


2 HAT bring'ſt thou, Mayes 2 Say, | 
8 bow fares the King ? 8 
Mag. As one, whom when we num⸗ Ng 
ber with the Living, 

2% We ſay the moſt we can; tho ſure de 
Be happier far, to quit a wretched Being, (muſt 
Than keep it on ſuch Terms: For as I enter'd 
The Royal Lodging, an univerſal Horror 
Struck thro* my Eyes, and chill'd my very Heart; 
The chearful Day was every where ſhut out 


With care, and left a more than midnight akne 


Such as might ey'n be felt : A few dim Lamps, 

That feebly lifted up their ſickly Heads, 

Look'd faintly thro? the Shade, and made i it ben, 
dre 


2» 


12 The Ambitwns Step-Mother. 
More diſmal by ſuch Light ; while thoſe that waited, 
In ſolemn Sorrow, mix'd with wild Amazement, 
Obſerv'd a dreadful Silence. 3 
Mirx. Didſt thou fee hin?: 44 
Mag. My Lord, I did, treading with gentle ſteps, 
I reach'd the Bed, which held the poor Remains 
Of great Arſaces : juſt as I approach'd, | 
His — Lids, that . for ever clos'd, 
Were faintly rear'd, to tell me that he liv'd : 
The Balls of Sight, dim and depriv'd of Motion, 
Sparkled no more with that Majeſtick Fire, 
At which ev'n Kings have trembled; but had lo 
Their common uſeful Office, and were ſhaded 
With an eternal Night. Struck with a Sight, 
That ſhew'd me Human Nature fall'n fo on 
I haſtily retir'd. | 
Mirz.. He dies too ſoon , 
And Fate, if poſſible, muſt be delay'd; 
The Thought that labours in my forming Brain, 
Yet crude and immature demands more time 
Have the Phyſicians giv'n up all their hopes? 
Cannot theyadd a few days to a Monarch, 


BW In recompence of thouſand vulgar Fates, 
4 Which their Drugs daily haſten ? 
= Mag. As 1 paſt 
| The outward Rooms, I found 'em in Conſult ; 
| | I ask'd 'em if their Art was at a ſtand, 


And could not help the King : they ſhook their Heads, 
1 And in moſt grave and ſolemn wife unfolded 

| Matter, which little purported, but Words 

Rank'd in right learned Phraſe ; all I could learn, was, 
That Nature's kindly Warmth was quite extinct, 
Nor could the Breath of Art kindle again 

Th' Etherial Fire. 

Mirz. My Royal Miſtreſs Artemiſa's Fate, 
And all her Son young Artaban's high Hopes, 
Hang on this lucky Criſis; fince this day, 

The haughty Artaxerxes and old Memnon 
Enter Perſepolis : The yearly Feaſt 
Deyoted to our glorious Gol the Sun, 


Hides 
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Te Ambitious Step- Mother. 13 
Hides their deſigns under a holy Veil; 
And thus Religion is a Mask for Faction. 
But let their Guardian Genii ſtill be watchful, 
For if they chance to nod, my waking Vengeance 
Shall ſurely catch that Moment to e em. | 
Mag. Tis ſaid the fair Ameſtris, Memnon's Daughter, 
Comes in their Company. gs 
Mirz. That fatal Beauty, | 
With moſt malignant Influence, has eroſt 
= firſt and great Ambition, When my Brother, 
The great Cleander, fell by Memnon's hand, 
(You know the Story of our Houſes quarrel) 
I ſought the King for Juſtice on the Murderer , 
And to confirm my Intereſt in the Court, 
In confidence of mighty Wealth and Power, 
A long Deſcent from noble Anceſtors, 
And ſomewhat of the Beauty of the Maid, 
I offer'd my Cleone to the Prince, | 
Fierce Artaxerxes: he, with rude difdainy 
Refus'd the proffer ; and to grate me more; 


** 


Publickly own'd his Paſſion for Ameſtris : 


And in deſpight ev'n of his Father's Juſtice, 
Eſpous'd the Cauſe of Memnon. 

Mag. Ev'n from that noted Fra, I remember 
You dated all your Seryice to the Queen, 

Our common Miſtreſs. 

Mirx. 'Tis true, I did ſo: Nor was it in vain; 
She did me right, and fatisfy'd my Vengeance; 
Memnon was baniſh'd, and the Prince diſgrac'd 
Went into Exile with him. Since that time, 
Since I have been admitted to her Council, 

And ſeen her, with unerring Judgment, guide 
The Reins of Empire, I have been amaz'd, 

To ſee her more than manly Strength of Soul, 
Cautious in good Succeſs, in bad unſhaken , 

Still arm'd againſt the uncertain- Turns: of Chance, 
Untoucht by any Weakneſs of her Sex, 

Their Superſtition, Pity, or their Fear ; 

And is a Woman only in her Cunning, 

What Story tells of great Semiramis, 


8 


The Ambitious — 
Or rolling Time, that gathers as it goes, 
Has added more, ſuch Artemiſa is. 


Mag. Sure; *twas a mark of an uncommon. Genius, 


To bend a Soul like: that of great 4r/aces, 
And charm him to her ſway, _ 
-- Mirz, Certainly Fate, | _ 
Or ſomewhat like the Force of Fate, was in it; 
And till whene'er Remembrance ſets that Scene 
Before my eyes, I view it with Amazenent, 
Mag. I then was young, a ſtranger to the Court, 
And only took the Story as reported 
By different Fame; you muſt have knows it better. 
Mirx. Indeed 1 did, then favour'd by the King. 
And by that means a ſharer in the Secret. 
'Twas on a day of publick Feſtival, 
When beauteous Artemiſa ſtood to view, 
Behind the Covert of a golden Lattice, 
When King and Court returning from the Temple, 
When juſt as by her Stand Ar/aces paſt, 
The Windows, by-deſign or 4 fell down, 
And to his view .expos'd her bluſhing Beauties. 
She ſeem'd furpriz'd, and preſently. withdrew, 
But ey'n that Moment was an Age in Love. : 
So was the Monarch's Heart for Paſſion moulded, 
So apt to take at farſt the ſoſt Impreſſion. 
Soon as we were alone, I found the Evil 
Already paſt a Remedy, and vainly 
Urg'd the Reſentment of her injur'd Lord: 
His Love was deaf to all. 
Mag. Was Tiribaſus abſent ? 
Mir. He was then General of the Horſe, 
Under old Memnon in the Median War. 
But if that diſtant View ſo. much had charm'd him, 
Imagine how he- burnt, when, by my means, 
He view'd her Beauties nearer, . when each Action, 
And every graceful Sound contpir d to charm him: 
Joy of her Conqueſt, and the Hopes of Greatneſs, 
Gave Luſtre to her Charms, and made her ſeem 
Of more than mortal Excellence. In ſhort, 
After ſome faint reſiſtance, like a Bride 


„ 1 
3 


gd 


A 


That 


( 
] 
8 
1 
\ 
4 
\ 
\ 


The Ambitious Step. Mother. 15 
That ſtrives; a while, tho -eager for the Riss, 
The furious King enjoy/d her:&; {7 14d [nd et 
„ And to ſecure their Joys, 'a ſnaxe was lad 
For her unthinking Lord, in which; her fell! 
* Before the fame of this could reach his Ears 
Since that, ſhe ſtill has by ſucceſsful Artes 
) Maintain'd that Power which firſt her Beauty gain; d. 
Mag. With deepeſt. Foreſight, wiſely has ſhe laid 
4 A ſure Foundation of the future Greatneſs  -- p 
| Of A4rtaban, her only darling Son 
Each.buſy Thought, that tolls within her Breaſt., 
Labours for him: The King, when firſt he ſicken d, 
b Declar'd he ſhould ſucceed him in the Throne. 31 2 
\ Mir. That was a Point well gain'd; nor were the 
Elderſhip | ; / 
Of Artaxerxes worth our leaſt of fears, | | 
If Memnon's Intereſt did not prop his Cauſe, vir | 
Since then they ſtand: ſecur'd, by being join'd,.. | 
From reach of open Force, it were à Maſter- piece 
Worthy a thinking Head, to ſow. Diviſion: - 
And Seeds of Jealouſy, to looſe thoſe Bonds,. ''! 
Which knit and hold em up; that ſo divided, 
With eaſe they might be ruin'd. | | 
Mag. That's a difficulty next to impoſſiþle. | 
Mir, Ceaſe to think ſo. 
The Wiſe and Active conquer Difficulties, 
By, daring to attempt em: Sloth! and Folly, - 
e Shiver and ſhrink at ſight of Toil and Hazard, 
| And make th' Impoſlibility they fear: 1 8 
Ev'n Memnon's Temper ſeems to give th occaſion; 
Of Wrong impatient, headlong to revenge; it | 
Tho bold, yet wants that Faculty of thinking, | | 
That ſhould direct his Anger. Valiant Fools | 
Were made by Nature for the Wiſe to work win; 
They are their Tools, and 'tis the Sport of Stateſmen, 
When Heroes knock their knotty Heads together, 
And fall by one another. n e 
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Mag What you've faid, reef} 400] 
Has wak'd a Thought in me which may be lucky: 
E'er he was baniſh'd for your Brother's Murder, 


hat There 
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There was a Gro 'twixt us; and tho then 
I left his barren Soil, to root my ſelf 
More ſafely under your auſpicious Shade, 
Yet till pretending Ties of antient Love, 
At his Arrival here I'll viſit him: 
1 Whence this Advantage may at leaſt be made, 

WL To ford his ſhallow Soul. 
q1 Mirz. Oh much, much more; 
1 "Twas happily remembred, nothing gulls 

1 Theſe open unſuſpecting Fools, like Friendfhip ; 

Dull heavy Things ! Whom Nature has left honeſt 
In mere * to ſave the Charge 
y: She's at in ſetting out a thinking Soul : 
1 Who, fince their own ſhort Underſtandings reach 
ö No further than the preſent, think ev'n the Wiſe, 
Like them, diſcloſe the Secrets of their Breaſts, 
| Speak what they think, and tell Tales of themſelves. 
21 Thy Function too will varniſh o'er our Arts, 


= - And ſanctify Diſſembling. | 1 
_ | Mag. Yet ſtill 1 doubt, | Be 
—_— His Caution may draw back, and fear a Snare, | Th 
= Mir x. Tell him, the better to aſſiſt the Fraud, | Diſ; 
£8 That ev'n 1 wiſh his Friendſhip, and would gladly My 
=. Forget that Cauſe of Hate, which long has Feld us By 
4 At mortal diſtance; give up my Revenge, | Thi 
1 A grateful offering to the publick Peace. I fe 

19 Mag Could you afford him ſuch a Bribe as that, Th: 
1 A Brother's Blood yet unaton'd -—— Is « 

þ | Mirx. No, Magas, WI 
II is not in the power of Fate to raze An 

4 That Thought from out my Memory: To 

j Eternal Night, 'tis true, may caſt a Shade Sin 

| On all my Faculties, extinguiſh Knowledge, Ti: 

| And great Revenge may with my Being. ceaſe Me 

But whilſt lam, that ever will remain, To 

And in my lateſt Spirits ſtill ſurvive. Thi 

* Yet, I would have thee promiſe that, and more, 1 f. 

1 The Friendſhip of the Queen, the Reſtitution VI 

| Of his Command, and Honours, that his Daughter Th 
Shall be the Bride of Arrabay 3 fay any thing: Po 
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Thou know'ſt the Faith of Courtiers, and their Oaths; 


Like thoſe of Lovers, the Gods laugh at em. 


Mag. Doubt not my Zeal to ſerve your Royal Miſtreſs, | 


And in her Intereſt yours, my Friend and Patron. 

Mirz. My worthy Prieſt! Still be my Friend, and ſhare 
The utmoſt of my Power ; by Greatneſs rais'd, | 

NILS | [Embracing. 

Thou, like the God thou ſery'ſt, ſhalt ſhine aloft, © 
And with thy Influence rule the under World. ; 
But ſee ! the Queen appears; ſhe ſeems to muſe, 
Her thoughtful Soul labours with ſome Event 
Of high Import, which buſtles like an Embryo 
In its dark Room, and longs to be diſelos'd. 
Retice, leſt we diſturb her, 


[ They retire to the Side of the Stages 
Enter the Queen attended. 


Qu. Be fix'd, my Soul, fix'd on thy own firm Baſis ! 
Be conſtant to thy ſelf ; nor know the Weakneſs, 
The poor Irreſolution of my Sex : 
Diſdain thoſe Shews of Danger, that would bar 
My Way to Glory, Ye diviner Pow'rs ! 
By whom 'tis ſaid we are, from whoſe bright Beings 


Thoſe active Sparks were ſtruck which move our Clay; 


I feel, and I confeſs the Ethereal Energy, 

That buſy reſtleſs. Principle, whoſe Appetite 

Is only pleas'd with Greatneſs like your own : 
Why have you clogg'd it then with this dull Maſs, 
And ſhut it up in — ? Why debas'd it 

To an inferior Part of the Creation ? 

Since your own heavenly Hands miſtook my Lot, 
'Tis you have err'd, not I. Could Fate &er mean 
Me for a Wife, a Slave to Tiribaſus ? 

To ſuch a thing as he! a Wretch ! a Husband! 
Therefore in juſt Aſſertion of my ſelf, 
I ſhook him off, and paſs'd thofe narrow Limits, 


Which Laws contrive in vain for Souls born great. 


There is not, muſt not be a Bound for Greatneſs ; 
Power gives a SanQion, and makes all things juſt. 


Ha 
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Ha! Mirza / Worthy Lord! 1 ſaw thee not, 
| [Seeing Mirza. 


So buſy were my Faculties in Thought. 


Mirx. The Thoughts of Princes dwell in ſacred Privacy, | 


Unknown and venerable to the Vulgar; 
And like a Temple's innermoſt Receſſes, 
None enters to behold the hallow'd Myſteries, 
Unbidden of the God that dwells within. 

S. Wiſe Mirza ! were my Soul a Temple, fit 


N [ [ Bowing. 


For Gods and Godlike Counſels to inhabit, 


Thee only would I chuſe of all Mankind, 
To be the Prieſt, till favour'd with acceſs j 
Whoſe piercing Wir, ſway'd by unerring —_— 
Might mingle ev'n with aſſembled Gods, 
When they deviſe unchangeable Decrees, 
And call 'em Fate. 
Mirz. Whate'er I am, each Faculty, 
The utmoſt Power of my exerted Soul, 
Preſerves a Being only for your Service: 
And when lam not yours, I am no more. 
Ns Time ſhall not know an End of my Acknow: 
edgments. 
But every Day of our continu'd Lives 
Be witne(s of'r my Gratitude, to draw 
The Knot, which holds. our common Intereſt, cloſer : : 
Within ſix Days, my Son, my Artaban, 
Equally dear to me as Life and Glory, 
In publick ſhall eſpouſe the fair Cleone;, : 
And be my Pledge of everlaſting 'Amity;,; -. 7 
Mirx. O Roy al Lady! you out bid: my Service ; 
And all ee are vile, but Words the pooreſt; | 
Qs. Enough !. be, as thou haſt been, till nt Friend, 
I ask no more. But I obſerye of late, 
Your Daughter grows a Stranger to waage re 
Know you the Cauſe?: el 
Mirz. A melancholy. Gul: a 
Such in her Infancy. her Temper was. 
Soft even beyond her Sex's Tenderneſs; iti d 
By Nature pitiful, and apt * 1 n 0 9756. T 
For the Miſhaps of others, and fo make | 
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The Sorrows of the wretched World her own $ © 


Her Cloſet and the Gods ſhare all her time, 
Except when (only by ſome Maid: d N 
She ſeeks ſome ſhady ſolitary Grove, 

Or by the gentle Murmurs of ſome Brook 
Sits ſadly liſtning to a Tale of Sorrow, 


Till with her Tears ſhe ſwell the narrow dn 


” 
v 
* 
- 
©. 4 


Qu. It is not well, theſe Thoughts muſt be remov'd : 
That eating Canker, Grief, with waſteful Spite, 


Preys on the roſy Bloom of Youth and Beauty : 


But Love ſhall chaſe away theſe Clouds of Sadneſs; 
My Son ſhall breathe ſo warm a Gale of 747 


As ſhall diſſolve thoſe Icicles, that hang 
Like Death about her Heart. 


Attend us, holy Magas, to the King, 


Nor ceaſe to i:nportune the mighty Gods 


To grant him Health, tho much I fear in vain. 
L Queen, Maggs” 125 Attendants. 
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Mirz. Tbis meddling prieſt longs to * found » Fool ; 


Thinks he that Memnon, Soldier as he is, 


Thoughtleſs and dull, will liſten to his Soothing d' d 


Howe'er, I give his wiſe Propoſal way, 
Nay, urg'd him to go on; the ſhallow Fraud 
Will ruin him for ever with my Enemies, 


And make him firmly mi ne, ſpite of his ba, 


And natural, Inconſtancy. 
While Choice remains he will be ſtill unſteddy; 


And nothing but Neceſſity can fix him, 


[ Exe. 


Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon,; and Attendants 


Artax. Methinks, my noble Father * my Friends 


We enter here like Strangers, and unlook*d for: 


Each buſy Face we meet, with Wonder 1 


And ſeems amaz'd to foo us. 
Mem. Mell may th' ignoble Herd 
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20 The Ambitions Step- Mother. 

Tread on the Lion's Walk; a Prince's Genius 

Awes with ſupiner Greatneſs all beneath him. 

With Wonder they behold the great Arſaces 

Reviv'd again in Godlike Artaxerxes. 

In you they fee him, ſuch as oft they did 

Returning from his Wars, and crown'd with Conqueſt, 

When all our Virgins met him on the way, 

And with their Songs and Dances bleſt his Triumph: 
Now baſely aw'd by factious Prieſts and Women, 
They ſtatt at Majeſly, and ſeem ſurpriz'd, 

As if a God had met 'em. In Honour's Name, 

Why have we let this be? Why have we languiſh'd # 

And ſufferd ſuch a Government as this 

To waſte our Strength, and wear our Empire low ? 

Artax, Curſt be the Means by which theſe Ills aroſe, 

Fatal alike to me as to my Country; 

Which my great Soul, unable to revenge, 

Has yet with Indignation only ſeen, 

Cut off by Arts of Coward Prieſts and Stateſmen, 

Whom I diſdain'd with ſervile Smiles to court, 

From the great Right which God and Nature gaye, 

My Birthright to a Throne. | 

Mem. Nor Prieſts, nor Stateſmen, 

Could have compleated ſuch an Ill as that, 

If Women had not mingled in the Miſchief; 

If Artemiſa had not, by her Charms, 

And all her Sex's Cunning, wrought the King, 

Old, obvious to her Arts, decay'd in Greatneſs, 

Dead to the Memory of what once he was, 

, Juft crawling on the Verge of wretched Life, 

A Burden to himſelf, and his Friends Pity, 

Among his other Failings, to forget 

All that a Father and a King could owe 

To ſuch a Son as you were z to cut you off = 

From your Succeſſion, from your Hopes of Empire, 

And graft her upſtart Offspring on to Royalty. 

Artax. But if I bear it, 

Oh may 1 live to be my Brother's Slave, 5 

The Scorn of thoſe brave Friends that own my Cauſe; 

May you, my Father, ſpurn me for a Coward, * 
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May all my noble Hopes of Love and Glory 

Leave me to vile Deſpair, By Heaven, my Heart 
Sits lighter in * om, when I think 
That 1 this day thall meet the Boy my Brother, 

Whoſe young Ambition with aſpiring Wings 

Dares ey'n to mate my Greatneſs. | 

Mem. Fame, that ſpeaks 

Minutely every Circumſtance of Princes, | 
Deſcribes him bold, and —_— fond of Power, S 

Which ev'n in ſpite of Nature he affect _ | 1 

Impatient of Command, and hardly deigning = 

To be controul'd by his imperious Mother. 

Tis ſaid too (as no means were left untry'd, | | 
Which might prepare and fit him to contend _ | | 
With a ſuperior Right of Birth and Merit) _——_ 
That Books, and the politer Arts, (which thoſe | 
Who know admire) have been his Care ; already 
He mingles in their Councils, and they truſt | 

His Youth with Secrets of important Villany. T1 
The Crowd, taught by his Creatures to admire him, 
Style him a God in Wiſdom. 

Artax. Be that his Glory: | 
Let him with Pedants hunt for Praiſe in Books, 
Pore out his Life amongſt the lazy Gown-men, 
Grow old and yainly proud in fancy'd Knowledge, 
Unequal-to the Task of vaſt Ambition: 

? Ambition! the Deſire of active Souls, 

£ That puſhes 'em beyond the Bounds of Nature, 

* And elevates the Hero to the Gods. | 

A But ſee! my Love, your beauteous Daughter comes, 

i And ey'n Ambition ſickens at her fight, 


Enter Ameſtris 2 | 


3 Revenge, and fierce Deſires of Glory, ceaſe 
To urge my Paſſions, maſter'd by her Eyes; 
And only gentle Fires now warm my Breaſt. 
Ameſ. 1 come, my Father, to attend your Order. 
"20 | [To Memnon. 
Mem, "Tis well; and I would bave thee ſtill be near 2 | 
| 4 | 5 


* 
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The Malice of the Faction which I hate, | 
Would vent it ſelf ev'n on thy Innocence 
Wert thou not ſaſe under a Fathers Care. 
Artax. Oh ſay a Lover's too; nor can you have TY 
An Intereſt in her/Safety more than mine, 1 
Love gives a Right ſuperior ev'n to Nature; N 
Or Love is Nature, in the nobleſt meaning, 

The Cauſe and the Preſerver of the World. 

Theſe Arms, that long to preſs thee to wy Totbun, 
For ever ſhall defend thee. 

Mem. Thetefore, my Son, | 
Unto your Care I leave our common Charge; ; 

Tigranes with our Friends expects my Orders: 

Thoſe when I have diſpatch'd, upon the Inſtant 
1 will return, and meet at your Apartment. { Ex. Mem. 

Artax. Come to my Arms, and let me hide thee there 
From all thoſe Fears that vex thy beating Heart; 5 
Be ſafe and free from all thoſe rer Bangers, i 
That haunt thy Apprehenſion. | i 

Ameſ. Can you blame me, 

If from Retirement drawn, . and pleaſing Solitude, | 

I fear to tempt this ſtormy Sea the World, 

Whoſe ev'ry Beach is ſtrew'd with Wrecks of Wretches 

That daily periſh in it! Curſt Ambition! 

Why doſt thou come to trouble my repoſe, + 

Who have ev'n from my Infancy diſclaim'd thee ? 

Artax. Ceaſe to complain, my Love, and let no Thought 
But what brings Peace and Joy approach thy Breaſt, 
| Let me impart my manly Fires to thee, 

_ To warm thy Fancy to a Taſte of Glory; 

Imperial Power and Purple Greatneſs wait thee, 

And ſue for thy Acceptance: by the Sun, 

And by Arſaces' Head, I will not mount 

The Throne of Cyrus, but to ſhare it with thee. 

Ameſ. Vain Shews of Happineſs! Deceitful Pageantry! 
Ab! Prince, hadſt thou but known the Joys which dwell 
With humbler Fortunes, thou wouldſt curſe thy u 
Had Fate allotted us ſome obſcure Village, | 
90 Where only bleſt with Life's N eceſſities, 
Wwe 1 have paſs'd in Peace our * Days, 
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The Ambitious Step-Mather. 23 
Free from the Cares which Crowns and Empires bring , 
There no Step-Mother, no Ambitious Brother, . 
No wicked Stateſman, would with impious Arts 
Have ſtrove to wreſt from us out finall | Trtheritance, © 
Or ſtir the ſimple Hinds to noiſy Faction: ' 
Our Nights had all been bleſt with balmy Slumbers, - 
And all our wakin 8 Hours been crown'd with Love. 
Art. Exquiſite Charmer! now by Oroſmades 
I (wear, thy each ſoft Accent melts my Soul: 
The Joy of Conqueſt and immortal Triumph, 
Honour and Greatneſs, all that fires the Hero 
To high Exploits, and (everlaſting Fame, 
Grows vile in ſight of thee. My haughty Soul, 
By Nature fierce, and panting after . | 
Could be content to live obſcure with thee, 
Forgotten and unknown of all but my Ameſtris, 
: Ameſ. No, Son of great.4rſaces, tho my Soul 
1 Shares in my 'Sex's Weakneſs, and would — 
; From Noiſe and Faction, and from fatal Greatneſs, 
Yet for thy ſake, thou Idol of my Heart, 4 I: 
(Nor will 7 bluſn to own the ſacred Flame. i 
Thy Sighs and Vows have kindled in my Breaſt) Ds | 
For thy lov'd ſake, ſpite of my boding Fears, n | 
I'll meet the Danger which Ambition brings E | 
And tread one Path with thee « Nor ſhalt thou loſe 
The glorious Reon OW __ Fate deſigns: ms 
For thy Ameſtris' F 4 
4 Give me: thoſe. Fears ; 
For all things will be well. 
F Ameſ, Grant it, ye Powers: 
This Day before your Altars will I keel, 
Where all my Vows ſhall for my Prince be offer'd x g 174 
Still let Succeſs attend him, let Mankind 5 
= Adore in him your viſible Divinity; 
Nor will I importune you for my ſelf, 
But ſum up all I ask in Artaxerxes. : 
3 Art. And doubt-not but the Gods will kindly bear | 1 
Their Virgin Vatary, and grant her Prayer; 
Our glorious Sun, the Souree of Light and Heat, | 
Whoſe Influence chears the World he did create, i 
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Shall Imile on thee from his Meridian Skies, 

And own the kindred Beauties of thy Eyes; | 

Thy Eyes, which, could his own fair Beams decay, 

Might ſhine for him, and bleſs.che World with Day. 
, __  [Exennt. 


METER THE f 
ORR A rs. 


SCENE I. Au Apartment of the Palace. 


. Enter Memnon anil Magas. 
Mem. "7 HOSE who are wiſe in Courts, my holy 


| Sir, 
Make Friendſhips with the Miniſters of State, 
Nor ſeek the-Ruins of a wretched Exile, 
Left there ſhould be Contagion in Misfortunes, 
And make the Alliance fatal. 
MMag. Friends like Memnon F 
Are worth being ſought in Danger : Since this Age, 
Of moſt flagitious Note, degenerates 
From the fam'd Vertue of our Anceſtors, | 
And leaves but few Examples of their Excellence, 
Whom ſhould we ſeek for Friendſhips but thoſe few, 
Thoſe happy few, within whoſe Breaſts alone | 
The Footſteps of loft Vertue yet remain? 

Mem. I prithee Peace! for nothing misbecomes 
The Man that would be thought a Friend, like Flattery : 
Flattery ! the meaneſt kind of. baſe diſſembling, 

And only us'd to catch the groſſeſt Fools 
Beſides, it ſtains the Honour of thy Function, 
Which, like the Gods thou ſerv'ſt, ſhould be ſincere 

Mag. By that Sincerity, by all the Service 

My Friendſhip can expreſs, I would approye it; 4 
| | n 


0 
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The Ambitious 8 rep- Mother, 1 
And tho I went not from Perſepolis | WY 
Companion of your Exile, yet my Heart 

Was with you ſtill; and what I could 1 did, * 
Beſeeching ev'ry God for your Returnn 12 1 ä 


— 


Nor were thoſe Vows in vain, ſince once again 


= iven me to behold my Friend; nay more, 
ould you agree, to keep you here for ever. > © 
"oy The Gods, tis true, are juſt, and have, I * 
At length decreed an end of my Misfortunes "T8 
At Jeaft. they give me this, to die with . 
When Life grows vile or burdenſom. N 
Mag. By me they offer all that you can ask, ein 
And point an eaſy way to Happineſs, a 
Spare then the Wounds our wretched/Country: bars, 
The thouſand Ills which Civil Diſcord brings. 6.1 
Oh ſtill that Noiſe of War, whoſe dread Alarms | by 
Frighten Repoſe'from Country Villages, bo 159 
And ſtir rude Tumult up, and wild CO 
In all our peaceful Cities. 


Mem. Witneſs for me, | Is hall 
Ye awful Gods, who view our wt Though mos 
I took not Arms, till urg'd by Seli-defency 7 nol) lade 
The eldeſt Law of Nature. 11 24M 
Impute not then thoſe Ills which may ec: n 


To me, but thoſe who with inceſſant Hate 5 
Purſue my Life, haſe Malice ſpreads the Flame 
To every part, that my devoted Fabrick-  ' 


F ag in the univerſal Ruin burn, 


Mag. And yet ev'n there 3 * judge nh : 
Imperabith Paſſion hurries you ſo faſt 855 | 
You cannot mark the Advantage of your Eeengia | 
Mem. Has not the Law been urg'd to ſet a TI 
Of foul Diſhonour'on my hoary Head , IE 
Ha! Am I not profcrib'd? } + 
Mag. Forget that Thought, 
That jarring grates your Soul; and 0 Harmony 


3 Of bleſſed Peace to eurſt infernal Diſcord, 
Hate and its fatal Cauſes all ſhall ceaſe, 


And Memmon's Name be honout'das of old, 
L The 
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"The braveſt and the moſt ſucceſsful Warrior, 

The fortunate Defender of his Country. n 
Mem. Tis true, (nor will it ſeem a Boaſt to own) 

F have fought well for Perſia, and repay'd 

The Benefit of Birth with honeſt Service; 


Full fifty Years.harneſs'd in rugged Steel, 
I have endur'd the biting Winter's Blaſt, 


And the ſeverer Heats of parching Summer: 
While they who loll'd at home on lazy Couches 
Amidſt a Crew of Harlots and ſoft Eunuchs 
Were at my Coſt ſecure in Luxury: 
This is a Juſtice Mirza's ſelf muſt do me. 
Mag. Even he, tho fatal Accidents haye ſet 
A moſt unhappy Bar between your Friendſhip, 
Lamenting that there had been Cauſe of Enmity, 
And owning all the Merit of your Vertues, 
Will often wiſh Fate had ordain'd you Friends, 
Mem. Our God, the Sun, ſhall ſooner change his 
Courſe, | 


And all the Impoſſibilities which Poets 


Count to extravagance of looſe Deſcription, 
Shall ſooner be. 


Mag. Yet hear me, noble Memnon ; 

When by the Duty of my Prieſthood moy'd, 
And in juſt Deteſtation of the Miſchiefs 
Inteſtine Jars produce, I urg'd wiſe Mirza, 
By his Concurrence, Help, and healing Counſels, 
To ſtop thoſe Wounds at which his Country bleeds; _ 
Grieved at the Thought, he vow'd his whole Endeavour 
That ev'n Cleander's Death, and all thoſe Quarrels 
That long have nouriſh'd Hatred in your Houſes, 
Should be in Joy of publick Peace forgotten. RS 

Mem. Oh couldſt thou charm the Malice of a Stateſman, 
And make him quit his Purpoſe of Revenge, 


Thy preaching might reform the guilty World, 765 N 


And Vice would be no more. 
Mag. Nay, ev'n the Queen a 
Vill bind the Confirmation by her Son, hey 
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And asks the fair Ameſtris for Prince Artaban. a 
Mem, Were that the only Terms, it were impoſſible. 
Mag. You would not ſhun the Alliance of a Prince? 
Mem. No; for it is the Glory of my Fate, 
That Artaxerxes is delign'd my Son, | 
With every Grace and Royal Vertue crown'd; 
Great, "uſt, and merciful, ſuch as Mankind 
(When, in the infant World, firſt Governments 
Began by chance) would have deſign'd a King. | 
Mag. Unbounded Power, and Height of Greatneſs, ' + 
ive Lea | 
To Kin s that Luſtre, which we think divine; 
The Wiſe, who know 'em, know they are but Men, 
Nay, ſometimes weak ones too: the Crowd indeed, 
Who kneel before the Image, not the God, 
Worſhip the Deity their Hands have made. - 20 
The Name of Artaban will be as great 
As that of Cyrus, when he ſhall poſleſs 
(As ſure he ſhall) his Throne. 
Mem. Ha! What means he? -- | 
This Villain Prieft! But hold my Rage a little, | 
And learn Diſſimulation: I'll try him further: ¶Aſide. 
You talk in Riddles, when you name a Throne, | 
And Artaban; the Gods, who portion out 
The Lots of Princes as of private Men, 
Haye put a Bar between his Hopes and Empire. 
Mag. What Bar? | | 
: BK Mem, The beſt, an elder Brother's Claim. | 
our {| Mag. That's eaſily remoy'd; the King their Father | | 
| On juſt and weighty Reaſons has decreed TY | 
His Scepter to the younger; add to this, * 
The joint Concurrence of our Perſian Lords, 
a”) Who only want your Voice to make it firm, 
lan, Mem. Can I, can they, can any honeſt Hand, 
loin in an Act like this? Is not the Elder | 
By Nature pointed out for Preference? 
Ils not his Right inroll'd amongſt thoſe Laws Fe. 
Which keep the World's vaſt Frame in beauteous Order ?? 
Ask thoſe thou nam'ſt but now, what made them Lords? ON 
And What Titles had they had, if Merit only , 
= B 2 Could 
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Could have confer'd a Right; if Nature had not 


Strove hard to thruſt the worlt-deſerving firſt, 
And ſtamp'd the noble Mark of Elderſhip © 
Upon their baſer Metal ? | 
Mag. Sure there may be | 
Reaſons of ſo much Power and cogent Force, 
As may even ſet aſide this Right of Birth ; 
If Sons have Rights, yet Fathers have em too, 
*Twere an invidious Task to enter into 
The Inſolence, and other Faults, which moy'd 
Royal Arſaces to a juſt Diſpleaſure | 
Againſt his eldeſt Son, Prince Artaxerxes. | 
Mem. Ha! dare not for thy Life, I charge thee dare 
(+ rand WP | | | 
To brand the ſpotleſs Vertue of my Prince. 
With Falſhoods of moſt baſe and damn'd Contriyance.. 
I tell thee, envious Prieft, ſhould the juſt Gods 4 
Require ſevere Account of thy paſt Life, 
And charge Remembrance to diſpoſe thy Crimes, 
In Rank and hideous Order to thy View, | 


Horror and Guilt of Soul would make thee mad. 


Mag. You take the Matter further than I meant it; 
My Friendſhip only aims at your Advantage, 


Would point you out a Way to Peace and Honour, 


And in return of this, your Rage unkindly 
Loads me with Injuries. | 
Mem. Away! I cannot bear thy baſe Diſſembling, 
My honeſt Soul diſdains thee and thy Friendſhip. 
How haſt thou dar'd to think ſo vilely of me, 
That I would condeſcend to thy mean Arts, 
And traffick with thee for a Prince's Ruin? 
A Prince! the Joy and Honour of Mankind, 
As much Superior to the reſt of Kings, 
As they themſelves are above common Men ; 
And is the very ry of the Gods. | 
Wer't thou not privileg'd, like Age and Women, 
My Sword ſhould Keck thee, and revenge the Wrong 
Thy Tongue has done his Fame. | 
Mag. Ungrateful Lord! 
Mauld'ſt thou inyade my Life, as a Return * 


Co. 


For 
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For proffer'd Love? But let th' Event declare 
How great a Good by me ſincerely offer'd, 

Thy dull Romantick Honour has refus'd, 

And ſince 1 have diſcharg'd the Debt I ow'd 

To former Friendſhip, if the Gods hereafter 

Send Ruin down, and plague thee wtih Confuſion, 
Remember me in yain, and curſe thy Folly. ¶ Exit Mag. 


Mem. No, my remembrance treaſures hone 
Thoughts, | 


— 


And holds not things like thee; 1 ſcorn thy Friendſhip, 


And would not owe my Life to ſuch a Villain : | 


But thou art hardly Saint enough to propheſ 


Were all as Tribe like thee, it might well fare 
Our Lay unlearned Faith, when thro* ſuch Hands 
The Knowledge of the Gods is reach'd to Man. 
But thus thoſe Gods inſtruct us, that not all 

(Who like Intruders thruſt into their Service, 

And turn the Holy Office to à Trade) 

Participate their ſacred Influence. 


This then is your own Cauſe; ye awful Powers, 


Revenge your ſelves, your violated Altars, 
That thoſe who with unhallow'd Hands approach, 
May tremble at your Juſtice, [Exit Memnon. 


SCENE I. The Palace. 


Enter the Queen, Artaban, Mirza, Magas, and Attens 
dants. 5 | 


Artab, My Brother then is come ? 

Mirz. My Lord, I ſaw him | 
With him old haugh Memnon; as they paſs'd, 
With fierce Diſdain * view'd the gazing Crowd, 
And with dumb pride ſeem'd to neglect that Worſnhip 
Which yet they wiſh'd'to find: this way they move, 


- 


Ls 


Tis faid to ask an Audience of the King. 
Az. Mirza, "tis well, I thank thy timely: Care; 

Here will we face this Storm of Inſolence, 

Nor fear the noiſy Thunder, let it roll, 

Then burſt, and ſpend at onee its idle Rage.“ 


B 3 : Artab. ; . 


36 The Ambitious Step. Mother. 
Artab. Why meet we thus like wrangling Advocates, 
To urge the Juſtice of our Cauſe with Word; > 
I hate this Parley, tis tame: if we muſt meet, 
Give me my Arms, and let us ſtake at once 
Our Rights of Merit and of Elderſhip, 
And prove like Men our Title. 
Mirz, Twere unſafe, 
They come ſurrounded by a Crowd of Friends: 
To ſtrike thro' theſe were dangerous and raſh, 
Fate waits for them elſewhere with certain Ruin ; 
From Mirza's Hand expect it. 
Qu. Be it ſo; | 
Auſpicious Sage, I truſt thee with my Fortune; 
My Hopes of Greatneſs, do thou guide 'em all, 
For me and for thy ſeff. My Son give way, 
Nor let thy haſty Youth diſturb with Outrage 
The preſent neceſſary Face of Peace; 
Occaſions great and glorious will remain 
Worthy thy Arms and Courage. 
Artab. I obey; 
And willingly reſign the unmanly Task. 
. Words are indeed your Province. 
Mirz. My Royal Miſtreſs, | 
Prepare to meet with more than brutal Fury 
_ From the fterce Prince and Memnon. 
_ | Qz. Well 1 know 
_ | The Inſolence and native Pride of each, 
_—_ | With ſcurrile Taunts and blackeſt Infamy 
=_ They load my Name : But let the Wretches rail, 
_ 7 A Woman's Vengeance waits em. 
= Mirz. They are here, 
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Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Attendants. 
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= Artax. Ye tutelar Gods, who guard this Royal Fabrick, 
_ |: And thou, O Oroſmades, the Protector 
= Of the great Perſian Race, ere yet my Father, 
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_ [i Grant me once more to lay . his Feet 
His Eldeſt-born, his once loy'd Artaxerxes, 
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To offer my Obedience to his Age; 
All that a Son can owe to ſuch a Father. 
You, who with haggard Eyes ſtare wildly on me, 
If (as by your Attendance here you ſeem) 
| You ſerve the King my Father, lead me to him, 
. And doſt thou wonder that Mankind ſhould tart, . 
When Parricides and Rebles, in deſpite 
Of Nature, Majeſty, and Reverend Age, 
With impious Force and ruffian Violence, 
Would rob a King and Father of his Life; 
Cut off his-ſhort Remains ? 
Artax. Ha! ſay'ſt thou, Woman? 
I prithee Peace, and urge not a Reply, | 
I would not hold Acquaintance with thy Infamy. 
Qu. ro n Powers, whoſe Juſtice awes the 
ö 
Let not your Thunders ſleep when Crimes like theſe 
Stalk in the open Air. 
Artax. Thy Prieſt inſtructs thee, bio ' 
Elſe ſure thou hadſt. not dard to tempt the Gods, 
And. trifle with their Juſtice: Canſt thou name it, 
And look on me? on me, whom thy curſt Arts 
Have ftrove to bar from native Right to Empire, 
Made me a Stranger to a Father's Love, 
And broke the Bands of Nature, which once held me 
The neareſt to his Heart. | 8 
Du. Had he not reaſon, | WF 
When thou with Rebel Inſolence didſt dare 
To own and to protect that hoary Ruffiann 
= [Pointing to Memnon, 
And in deſpite een of thy Father's Juſtice, + 
To ſtir the factious Rabble up to Arms | 
For him; and make a Murderer's Cauſe thy own? (me, 
ty Mem, I had another Name (nor ſhouldſt thou move 
as Inſulting Queen, to words, did not Remembrance 
_— A With Horror ſting my Soul for Tiribaſws, | 
Thy murder'd Tiribaſus) when by my fatal Orders, 
And by his own high Courage urg'd, he fell, 
To make thy way to guilty Greatneſs eaſy. | 
| } I thought him then a Traytor (for thy Arts 
Ta | | 834 | Had * 
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 Unworthy was thy Fate, thou firſt of Warriors 
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Had taught the Royal Mandate ſo to call him) 
Too big for publick Juſtice, and on that Pretence 


Conſented to the Snare that catch'd his Life; 
So my Obedient Honeſty was made 2 


The Pander to thy Luſt and black Ambition. 


Except the Guilt of that accurſed Day, 

In all my Iron Years of Wars and Danger, 

From blooming. Youth down to decaying Age, 
My Fame ne'er. knew a Stain of foul . 
And if that make me guilty, think what thou art, 


I be Cauſe and the Contriver of that Miſchief. 


Qz. What, nam'ſt thou Tiribaſus ! be his Guilt 
Forgotten with his Memory. Think on Cleander 
And let the Furies that enquire for Blood, | 
Sir Horror up, and bittereſt Remorſe, g 
To gnaw thy anxious Soul. Oh great Cleander ! 
To fall beneath a baſe Aſſaſſin's Stab, 15 
Whom all the thirſty Inſtruments of Death 
Had in the Field of Battle ſought in vain. 


* 


Mem. In ſight of Heaven, and of the equal Gods, 


I will ayow that my Revenge was juſt 

My injur'd Honour could not ask for leſs : 

Since he refus'd to do a Soldier's Juſtice, 

I ud him as I ought. 

Qu. Amazing Boldneſs! 

And dar'ſt thou call that Act a Soldier's Juſtice”? 


Didſt thou not meet him with diſſembled Friendſhip, , 


Hiding the Randour of thy Heart in Smiles 
When he (whoſe open unſuſpecting Nature 
Thought thee a Soldier honeſt as himſelf) 

Came to the Banquet as ſecure of Peace, 

By mutual Vows renew'd; and in the Reyel 

Of that luxurious Day, forgetting Hate, 

And every Cauſe of antient Animoſity, : 
Devoted all his Thoughts to Mirth and Friendſhip : 
Then Memnon (at an Hour when few are Villains, 
The ſprightly Juice infuſing gentler Thoughts, 
And kindling Love ev'n in the coldeſt Breafts) 
Unequal to him in the Face of War, 


Stole 


229 MmGOQ. 


at fn. Ol had ont i Þ Wi Wd, I), 4H HJ 


N 
"a _ "" 4  -w 


The Ambitious Step-Mother. 33 
Stole on Cleander with a Coward's Malice, | 333 
And ſtruck him to the Heart. rb av) 
Mem. By the ſtern God, 
By Mars, the Patron of my honour'd: Wars, 
'Tis baſely falſe. In his own drunken Brawl 
The Boaſter fell. I bore his laviſh Tongue, 
Nor thought him worth m ply Sword, till (his cold Temper 
Warm'd with the Wine) he dar'd me to the Combat; - 
Then pleas'd to meet him in that Fit of Valour, 
I took him at his Word, and (with my Sword 
Drawn againſt his in equal Op O ppotuion) 
I kil'd him while it | | 
Artax. Ceaſe we, my Friend, 
This Women's War of railing ; when they talk, 
Men ſhould be till, and let Noiſe tire it ſelf, 


I came to find a Father, tho my Fears | 
Suggeſt the worſt of Evils to my . | 1 
make me dread to here Arſaces' Fate: 
Lead, Memnon, to the Preſence. 
u. Prince, you paſs not; 
Guards keep the Door; the King your Father lives 
Artax. Ha !——if be lives, why lives he not to me? 
Why am I thus ſhut out and baniſh'd from him? $ 
Why are my Veins rich with his Royal Blood ? | 
Why did he give me Life, if not to ſerve him? 
Forbid me not to wait upon his Bed, 
And watch his ſickly Slumbers, that my Youth - 
May with its Service glad his en Age, 
And his cold Hand may bleſs me ere ; 
Nay, be a Queen, al rob me of his Crown, 
But let me keep my Right to filial Piety. 
Qu. Well haſt thou urg'd the ſpecious Name of b 
To hide deform'd Rebellion: Haſt thou not 
With thy falſe Arts poiſon'd his People's Loyalty ?: 
What meant thy pompous Progreſs thro*- the Empire? 
Thy vaſt Profuſion to the factious Nobles, 
Whoſe Intereſt ways the Crowd, and ſtirs up Mutiny r 
Why:did thy haughty, fierce, diſdainful Soul | 
Stoop to the meane Arts which catch the 'Vulgar? 
Her with 'em, fawn- upon 'em, and eareſs em: 
3 11 
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24 The Ambitious Step. Mother. 
Appeal to them, to them relate thy Wrongs, 
And make them Judges of thy Father's Juſtice ? 
Thy cruel and unnatural Luſt of Power , 
Has ſunk thy Father more than all his Years, 
And made him wither in a green old Age. 


Artax. Falſe all as Hell: Nor had I arm'd my Friends 


But to defend that Right 
Ns. Doſt thou not come, 
Impatient of Delay to haſten Fate ? : 
To bring that Death, the lingering Diſeaſe 
Would only for a Day or two defer. 
Artax. I hear thee, and diſdain thy little Malice, 

That dares to ſtain my Vertue with a Crime 
It views with moſt As but Reproach. 
Is loft on thee, ſince Modeſty with all | 
The Vertues that adorn thy Sex is fled. 

Qs. Audacious Rebel ! 

Artax.. Infamous Adultreſs! 
Stain of my Father's Bed, and of his Throne! 


Artab. Villain! thou ly'ſt ! Oh Madam give me way. 


To the Queen, who holds him, drawing his Sword. 
Whatever bars my Fury calls me baſe, 
Unworthy of the Honour of your Son. 
Qu. Hold Artaban! My Honour ſuffers not 


Prom his leud Breath, nor ſhall thy Sword profane 


With Brawls or Blood the Reverence of this Place, 
To Peace and ſacred Majeſty devoted. 
Artax. Ha! Who art thou? 
Artab, The Son of great Arſaces. 7 
Artax.. No! 'tis falſe! thy forging Mother's damn'd 
Contrivance. | 
Seek for thy Father in that plotting Fellow, . 
The Hero's Race diſclaims thee. W hy doſt thou frown, 
And knit thy boyiſh Brow ? Doſt thou dare ought 


Worthy the Rank of the Divine Arſaces? 


If ſo, come forth. break from that Woman's Arms, 
And meet me with thy good Sword like a- Man. 
Artab, Yes! Artaxerxes, yes“ thou-ſhalt be met: 
The mighty Gods have held us in the Balance, 
And one of us is doom d to ſink for ever. * 
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Nor can I bear a long Delay of Fate, 8 
But wiſh the great Deciſion were ev'n now. 
Proud and Ambitious Prince, 1 dare like thee, 
All that is great and glorious. Like thine, 
Immortal Thirſt of Empire fires my Soul; _ 
nds My Soul, which of ſuperior Power impatient, 
- Diſdains thy Elderſhip ; therefore in Arms 
(Which give the nobleſt Rights to Kings) I will 
To Death diſpute with thee the Throne of Cyrus. | 
Artax. Do this, and thou art worthy of my Anger. 
O Energy Divine of great Ambition, | 
That can inform the Souls of beardleſs Boys, 4 
And ripen em to Men in ſpite of Nature. 1 
I tell thee, Boy, that Empire is a Cauſe, 
For which the Gods might wage immortal War. - 
Then let my Soul exert her utmoſt Vertue, . 
And think at leaſt thou art Arſaces? Son, 
That the Idea of thy fanſy'd Father 
May raiſe and animate my leſſer Genius, 3 
And make thee fit to meet my Arm in Battle, - 
Artab. Oh doubt not but my Soul is charm'd ith 
Greatneſs, ; | 
So much it rivals ev'n the Joy of Knowledge 
And ſacred Wiſdom, What makes Gods divine, 
But Power and Science infinite? | - 
Hear only this; our Father prefs'd by Age, We : 
Anda long Train of Evils which that brings, . 
Languiſhes in the laſt Extremes of Life : a ch 
> Since thou wouldft blot my. Birth with baſe Diſhonour, , 
4 Be this my Proof of filial Piety, 
While yet he lives, ceaſe we our Enmitj; 
7 Nor let the hideous Noiſe of War diſturb - 
1 His parting Soul, / Es Wi 
| Artax. I take thee at thy Word: | 
Let his Remains of Life be Peace betwixt us,-. 
And after that let all our time be War. 
Remember when we meet, ſince one muſt fall, 
Who conquers and ſurvives, ſurvives to Empire. 
[Exennt frverally, Queen and Artab. Artax. Mem- 
x 5 (eum ſuis. - 
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\ Mahent Mirza and Magas, 


Than even our Wiſhes could have ask 
Gives lucky Opportunity for thinking; 
Twill lull thefe thoughtleſs Heroes to Security. 


Religion has diftinguiſh'd from the reſt, * 
And to the Service of the Gods devoted: 

This has been ſtill moſt venerable held; 

Among the Vulgar. Toil and Labour ceaſes 


Mirz. Moſt fortunate Event! which me us more 
This Truce 


Mag. Th' approaching Feſtival will more confirm it; 
Of all thoſe ſacred Times which heretofore 


With Chaplets crown'd, they dance to the ſhrill Pipe, 


And in their Songs invoke thoſe milder Deities, 
That ſoften anxious Life with Peace and Pleaſure ; ; 
* are enfranchis'd, and inveterate Foes 
_—_— or at the leaſt ſuſpend their Hate, 
meet like Friends, Pernicious Diſcord ſeems 
IO! from our more than Iron Age: 
The Gods are worſhip'd with unuſual Reverence, 


Since none, not ev 'n our Kings, approach their Temples 


With any Mark of War's deſtructive Rage, 
But Sacrifice unarm'd. 

Mirx. A lucky Thought 
Is in my Mind at once compleatly form'd, 


Like Grecian Pallas in the Head of Jove, 


When Alemnon, Artaxerxes, and their Friends, 
Shall, in obedience to the Holy Rites, 
Tomorrow at the Altars bow unarm'd, 
Orchanes with a Party of the Guards, 
Who in my Palace. ſhall this Night be plac'd, 
May at that private Door which opens into 
The Temple, ruſh at once, and ſeize 'em all. 
The Heads once ſafe, the mean and heartleſs Crowd | 
With eaſe may be diſpers 'd. 

Mag. What you ropoſe | 
Wears a ſucceſsful Face, were it as. ndert! . 

Act of ſuch outrageous Profanation, 

ay ſhock the Thoughts ev'n of our cloſeſt Wenk, 

And make em ſtart from an abhor'd Alliance, 


— 


That 


* 
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That draws the Vengeance of the Gods upon m. 
Mirx. Art thou the firſt to ſtart a Doubt like chat; 


me , Arr thou (who doſt inſpire their Oracles, + 7 
* And teach em to deceive the eaſy Crowe 
In doubtful Phraſe) afraid of thy own Gods ?: 


In every change they were on thy fide ſtill, | 
And ſure they will not leave thee now for Trifle | 
The Gods ſhall certainly befriend our Cauſe, 
At leaſt nat be our Foes,. nor will they leave 
Their happy Seats (Where free from Cate and Pang 
Bleſs'd in themſelves alone, of Man regardleſs, 
They loll ſerene in everlaſting Eaſe) / 
To mind the trivial Buſineſs of our World. 
Mag. But more I fear the ſuperſtitious Vulgar, 
Who tho unknowing-what Religion means, — 
Vet nothing moves em more than zealous Rage 
For its Defence, when they believe it violated. 
Mirx. 1 was to blame to tax the Prieſt with Seruples, 
Or think his Care of Intereſt was his Conſcience, [ Aſide. = 


5 
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— My Caution ſhall obviate all thy Fear 
* We will give out that they themſelves deſign'd 
| To fire the Temple, and then kill the King. 
No matter tho it ſeem not very probable. $74 
More monſtrous Tales have oft amus'd the Vulgar, * - 
Mag. I yield to your Direction; and to ſtrengthen _ 
The Enterprize, will ſecretly diſpoſe | 
A Party of my own Within the Temple, 
To join with yours. N 
Mirz- It joys my Heart to think . | 
That I ſhall glut my Vengeance on this Memon ; 
That I ſhall ſee him ſtrive in vain, and curſe OE 
The happy Fraud that caught him. Like a Lion, 1 
Who long bas reign'd the Terror of the Woods, 
And dar the boldeſt Huntſmen to the Combat; 
Till catch'd at length within ſome hidden Snare, 
With foaming Jaws he bites the Toils that hold him, 
And roacs and rolls his fiery Eyes in vain, * 
While the ſurrounding Swains at pleaſure wound him, 
And make his Death their Sport ; | 


Thus Wit fill gets the Maſtery o'er Courage, 
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Long time unmatch'd in War the Hero ſhone, 
And mighty Fame in Fields of Battel won; 
Till one fine Project of the Stateſman's Brain 


\ Bereaves him of the Spoils his Arms did gain, 


And renders all his boaſted Proweſs yain. | 
| [ Exount. 
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ACT III. 
SCENE I. A Garden belonging to Mirza 


Palace. 
Cledne is diſcover d lying on a Bank of Flowers, Relixa 
| attending, . | 
SO NG, 2 B. Stote EH; 


U ON a ſhady Bank repos d, 

Philanthe, amorous, young, and fairy 
Sy hing to the Groves diſclos'd . 

The Story of her Care. 


The Vocal Groves give ſome relief, 
While they her Notes return; 
The Waters murmur o er ber Grief, 

And Echo ſeems to mourn. - 


'A Swain that heard the Nymph complain, 


I pity of the Fair, 
Thus kindly ſtrove to cure her Pains. 
And eaſe her Mind of Care. .. 
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Type Ambitious Step-Mather 
'Tis juſt that Lowe ſhould give-you-refl. +. * + 


From Love your Torments came; 


Take that warm Cordial to your Breaſt, f | 


And meet a kinder Flame. 


How wretched muſt the Woman prove, 
Beware fair Nymph, beware, 

Whoſe Folly ſcorns another's Love, $4 JE 
And courts ber own Deſpair. 4% 


Cle. Oh Love! Thou Bane of an unhappy Maid ? 
Still art thou buſy at my panting Heart? | 
Still doſt thou melt my Soul with thy ſoft Images, 
And make my Ruin pleaſing 2? Fondly I try 
By Gales of Sighs and Floods of ſtreaming Tears, 
To vent my Sorrows, and aſſuage my Paſſions : 
Still freſh Supplies renew th* exhauſted Stores. 


Love reigns my Tyrant, to himſelf alone 


He vindicates the Empire of my Breaſt, 
And baniſhes all Thoughts of Joy for ever. 
Bel. Why are you ſtill thus cruel 39: your ſelf } 
Why do you feed and cheriſh the Diſeaſe, 
That preys on your dear Life? How can you hope 
To find a Cure for Love in Solitude? 
Why rather chuſe you not to ſhine at Court? 
And in a thouſand gay Diverſions there, {Zo 
To loſe the Memory of this wretched Paſſion ? 
Cleo. Alas! Beliza, thou haſt never known 
The fatal Power of a reſiſtleſs Love: | 
Like that avenging Guilt that haunts the Impious, 
In vain we hope by flying to avoid itz 
In Courts and Temples it purſues us till, 
And in the loudeſt Chmours will be heard: 
It | $2 a. Part of us, lives in our Blood, ” 
And every beating Pulſe proclaims its Force. | 
Oh! think not then that I can ſhun my ſelf, 1 
The Grave can only hide me from my Sorrows. : 
Bel. Allow- me then at leaſt to ſhare your Grieſi, 
Companions in Misfartunes make em leſs And 
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And I could ſuffer much to make you eaſy. 
Cleo. Sit by me, gentle Maid, and while I tell 
A wretched Tale of unregarded Love, $a 
If thou in kind Compaſſion of my Woes, 
Shalt ſigh or. ſhed a Tear for my miſhap, 
My grateful Eyes ſhall pay it back with Intereſt, 


Help me to rail at my too eaſy Heart, 
That raſhly entertain'd this fatal Gueſt : 


And you, my Eyes, why were you (till impatient 


Of any other ſight but Artaxerxes? 

Wh did ou make my Woman's Heart acquainted 
With all the thouſand Graces and Perfe&ions, © 

That dreſs the lovely Hero up for Conqueſt ? 


Bel. Had you oppos'd this Paſſion in its Infancy, 
Ere Time had given it ſtrength, it might have dy'd, 


Cleo. That was the fatal Error that-undid me : 
My Virgin Thoughts, and unexperienc'd Innocence, 
Found not the Danger till it was too late. 
And tho when firſt I faw the charming Prince, 
I felt a pleaſing Motion at my Heart, 
Short breathing Sighs heav'd in my panting Breaſt, 
The mounting Blood fluſh'd in my glowing Face, 
And dy'd my Cheeks with more than uſual Bluſhes ; 
I thought him ſure the Wonder of his Kind, 
And wiſh'd my Fate had given me ſuch a Brother: 
Yet knew not that I loy'd, but thought that all, 
Like me, beheld and bleſs'd him for his Excellence: 
Bel. Sure never hopeleſs Maid was curs'd before 
With ſuch a wretched: Paſſion, all the Gods 
Join to oppoſe your Happineſs ; *tis ſaid f 
This day the Prince ſhall wed the fair Ameſtris. 
Cleo, No, my Beliza, 1 have never known 
The pleaſing Thoughts of Hope: Certain Deſpair 
Was born at once, and with my Love increas'd. 


Bel. Think you the Prince has e*er perceiy'd your 


Thoughts: | | 
Cleo. Forbid it, all ye chaſter Powers, that fayour 
The Modeſty and Innocence of Maids *: © | 
No, ill my Death no other Breaſt but thine 
Shall Cer participate che fatal Secret, 


Aare 


1 


O could I think that he had ever known 
My hidden Flame, Shame and Confuſion 


Would force my Virgin Soul to leave her Magſion, 
And certain Death enſue. 


Thou nam'ſt the fair Ameſtris, . en not? 


Bel. Madam, I did. 
Cleo. I envy not her Happineſs ; | 
Tho ſure few of our Sex are ble(s'd like her 
In ſugh a Godlike Lord. 
Would I had been a Man! 
With Honour then I might have ſought his Friendſhip! 
Perhaps from long Experience of my Faith, | 
He might have lov'd me better than the reſt. 
Amidſt the Dangers of the horrid War, 
Still had I been the neareſt to his ſide ; 
n Courts and Triumphs ſtill had ſhar'd his Joys, 
r when the ſportful Chace had call'd us oath, 
gether had we cheer'd our foaming Steeds, 
N preſs'd the Savage o' er the Plain: J 
And when ober- labour'd with the pleaſing Toil, 
Stretch'd on the verdant Soil had ſlept geber. 


But whither does my roving Fancy wander? 


Theſe are the ſick Dreams of fantaſtick Love. 
So in a Calenture, the Seaman fanſies 
Green Fields and flowry Meadows on the Ocean, 


Till leaping in, the Wretch is loſt for ever. 


Bel. Try but the common Remedies of Love, 
And let a ſecond Flame expel the firſt. - 
Cleo. Impoſſible ; as well thou mayſt imagine, 


When thou complain'ſt of Heat at ſcorching Noon, 


Another Sun ſhall riſe to ſhine more kindly. 
Belieye me, my Beliza, I am grown 


So fond of the Deluſion that has charm'd me, 
I hate the officious Hand that offers Cure. 


Bel. Madam, Prince Artaban! << 
Cleo. My cruel Stars! 

Do you then envy me my very Solitude 3 

But Death, the Wretch's only Remedy, 

Shall hide me from your hated Light for erer 
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42 The Ambitious Step- Mother: 
Enter Artaban, 


Artab. Ah! lovely Mourner, ſtill, ſtill wilt thou blaſt 
My eager Love with unauſpicious Tears? 
When at thy Feet I knee], and ſue for Pity, 
Or juſtly of thy cold Regards complain, 
Still wilt thou only. anſwer we with Sighs ? 
Cleo. Alas! my Lord, what Anſwer can I give 
If ſtill I entertain you with my Grief, 
Pity the Temper of a wretched Maid, 
By Nature ſad, and born the Child of Sorrow: 
In vain you ask for Happineſs from me, 
Who want it for my ſelf. | 
Art. Can blooming Youth, | 
And Virgin Innocence, that knows not Guilt, 
Know any Cauſe for Grief ?- | 
Cleo. Do but ſurvey 
The miſerable State of Human Kind, 
Where Wretches are the general Increaſe, . 
And tell me if there be not Cauſe for Grief, 
Art. Such Thoughts as theſe, my fair Philoſopher, 
nhabit wrinkled Cheeks and hollow Eyes; 
The Marks which Years ſet on the wither'd Sage: 
The gentle Goddeſs, Nature, wiſely has 
Allotted other Cares for Youth and Beauty. 
The God of Love ſtands ready with his Torch 
To light it at thy Eyes, but ſtill in vain, 
For ere the Flame can catch 'tis drown'd in Tears. 
Cleo. Oh! name not Love, the worſt of all Misfors 
tunes; | | 
The common Ruin of my eaſy Sex, 
Which 1 have ſworn for ever to avoid, 
In memory of- all thoſe hapleſs Maids, 
That Love has plung'd in unexampled Woes. 
Artab. Forbear to argue with that Angel Face, 
Againſt the Paſſion thou wert form'd to raiſe. 
Alas! thy frozen Heart has only known 
Love in reverſe, not taſted of its Joys: 
The Wiſhes, ſoft Deſires, and pleaſing Pains, 


That 


dlaſt 


- 
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That centre all in moſt extatick Bliſs. 

Oh, lovely Maid, miſpend no more that Treaſure 

Of Youth and Charms, which laviſn Nature gives; 

The Paphian Goddeſs frowns at thy Delay ; 

By her fair (elf, and by her Son/ſhe ſwears, 

Thy Beauties are deyoted to her Service. 

Lo ! now ſhe ſhoots her Fires into my Breaſt, 

She urges my Deſires,” and bids me ſeize thee, | 
[Taking her Hand, and ring i ie. 


And bear thee as a Victim to her Altar, 


Then offer up ten thouſand thouſand Joys, 
As an Amends for all thy former Coldnels.. 

Cleo. Forbear, my Lord; or I muſt ſwear to fy 
For ever from your Sight. 

Artab. Why doſt thou frown, | 
And damp the riſing Joy within my Breaſt ? 

Art thou reſolv'd to force thy gentle Nature, 
Compaſſionate to all the World beſide, 
And only to me cruel ? Shall my Vows, 
Thy Father's Interceſſion, all be vain ?''. 

Cleo. Why do you urge my Father's fatal dome, 
To curſe you with a fad unlucky Bride? 

Caſt round your Eyes on our gay Eaſtern Couris, 
Where ſmiling Beauties, born to better Fates, 
Give Joy to the Beholders: 

There bleſs ſome happy Princeſs with your Vows, 
And leave the poor Cleone to her Sorrows. 

Artab. WhatQueens are thoſe, of moſt celeſtial Form, 
Whoſe Charms can drive thy Image from my Heart? 
Oh were they caſt in Nature's faireſt Mold, 

Brighter than Cynthia's ſhining Train of Stars, 
Kind as the ſofteſt She that ever claſp'd 

Her Lover, when the Bridal-Night was paſt; 

I ſwear I would prefer thee, O Cleone, 

With all thy Seorn and cold Indifference, 

Would chuſe to languiſn and to die for thee, - 
Much rather than be bleſs'd, and live for them. 

Cleo. Oh Prince ! it is too much; nor am 1 worthy 
The Honour of your Paſſion, ſince tis fir d 
By certain and unalterable Fate, e 

at 


The a 
* = — = R F - 
— 
- 


CO —— — — 


a4 The Ambitions Step- Mother. 


That I can never yield you a Return: | 
My Thoughts are all to chaſte Diana vow'd, 
And I have fworn to die her u rr Votary. 

Artab. Impoſſible! thou canſt not give away 
Mine and thy Father's Right, even to the Gods: 
Diana will diſown the unjuſt Donation, | 
Nor favour ſuch an Injury to Love. 


To every Power Divine J will appeal, 


Nor ſhall thy Beauty bribe em to be partial. 
Their Altars now expe@ us : Come, fa Saint, 
And if thou wilt abide their righteous Doom, 
Their Juſtice muſt decree my Happineſs, 
Reward my Sufferings, and my Flame approve, 
For they themſelves have felt the Pow'r * Love. 


i [ Exennts, 
SCENE II The Temple of the Sun, 


Enter Artaxerxes, Ameſtris, and Attendants. 


Artax. 'Tis done! "Tis done! Oh let me find ſome way 


To tell the mighty Joy that fills my Breaſt, 
Leſt I grow mad with Height of furious Bliſs, 
The holy Prieſt has ty'd the ſacred Knot, 


And my Ameſtris now is all my own. 


Oh thou ſoft Charmer! thou excelling Sweetneſs ! 


Why art thou not tranſported all like me: 
T ſwear thou doſt not love thy Artaxerxes, 
If thou art calm in this Exceſs of Happineſs. 


© Ameſt, Alas! my Lord, my panting Heart yet trem 


In vaſt ſuſpence between unruly Joys 

And chilling Fears; ſomewhat methinks there is 
That checks my Soul, and ſays I was too bold 
To quit the Pleaſures of my Virgin State 

To barter em for Cares and anxious Love. 


_ 


Artax. Theſeare the Fears which wait on every Bride, 


And only [ſerve for Preludes to her Joys ; 


Short Sighs, and all thoſe Motions of thy Heart, 


Are Nature's Call, and kindle warm Deſires. 


Soon 


bles 
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Soon as the friendly Goddeſs of the Night, \ 
Shall draw her Veil of Darkneſs o'er thy Bluſhes, 
Theſe little cold unneceſſary Doubts a + 
Shall fly the Circle of my folding Arms: . 91 
And when I preſs thee trembling to my Boſom, ; 
Thou ſhalt confeſs (if there be room for Words, 
Or ev'n for Though) that all thoſe Thoughts are Bliſs. 
Ameſi. Yet ſurely mine are more than common Fears : 
For, Oh! my Prince, when my foreboding Heart | 
Surveys th' uncertain State of human Joys, F | | 
How ſecretly the Malice of our Fate T : 
Unſeen — and often blaſts our Happineſs - | 
In full Security ; I juſtly dread, ITE 


' Leſt Death or Parting, or ſome unſeen Accident, 


Much worſe, if poſſible, than each of theſe, | | 
Should curſe us more than ever we were bleſs'd. T : 

Artax. Doubt not the Gods, my Fair, whole vighs 

teous Power | 

Shall fayour and protect our vertuous Loves. 
If ſtill thou apprehend'ſt approaching Danger, 
Let us make bite and ſnatch th* uncertain Joy, 
While Fate is in our power. 16 
Now let us ſtart, and give a looſe to Love, 
Feaſt ev'ry Senſe with moſt luxurious Pleaſure, - 
Improve our Minutes, make em more than Years, 
Than Ages, and ev'n live the Life of Gods: 
If after this, Death or Ill- Fortune comes, 
It cannot injure us, ſince we already 
Have liv'd, and been before-hand with our Fate 

Ameſt. Oh'! let me eaſe at once my tender Heart, 
And tell my deareſt Lord my worſt of Fears; | 
There is an Ill which more than Death I died. 
Should you, by Time and long Fruition ſated, * 
Grow faithlgſs,' and forget the loſt Ameſtris ; 
Forget that everlaſting Truth you vow'd, | | 
Tho ſure I ſhould. not publickly complain 1H 
Nor to the Gods accuſe mY perjur'd- Prince, d | 
Yet my ſoft Soul would ſink beneath the Weight; 
I ſhould grow mad, and curſe my very _ 7794 a0 
And wiſh I ne'er had been, or not been lov' 4 
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* 8 Doſt thou ?—when every happier Star ſhines 
Or us, TONE 

And with propitious Influence'gilds our Fortune, 

Doſt thou invent fantaſtick Forms of Danger, 

And fright thy Soul with things that are impoſlible ? 

Now by the potent God of Love, I ſwear, 


I I will have ample Vengeance for thy Doubts. 


My ſoft complaining Fair, ſhalt thou not pay me 
In Joys too fierce for Thought, for theſe Suſpicions ? 
The Bands which hold our Love are knit by Fate, 
Nor ſhall decaying Time or Nature looſe 'em. 
Beyond the Limits of the ſilent Grave, | 
Love ſhall ſurvive, immortal as our Beings : 
And when at once we climb yon azure Skies, 
We will be ſhown to all the Bleſs'd above, 
For the moſt conſtant Pair that e'er deſery'd 
To mingle with their Stars. 
__ "Tis true! *tis true! 
Nor ought I to ſuſpe& thee. O my Hero! 
The Gods have form'd-thee for the neareſt Pattern 
Of their own Excellence and perfect Truth, 
O let me ſink upon thy gentle Boſom, 
And, bluſhing, tell how greatly I am bleſs'd. 
Forgive me, Modeſty, if here I vow 
That all the Pleaſures of my Virgin State 
Were poor and trifling to the preſent Rapture : 
A gentle Warmth invades my glowing Breaſt, 
And while 1 fondly gaze upon thy Face, 
Ev'n Thought is loſt in exquiſite Delight. | 
Artax. Oh thou delicious perfect Angel Woman! 
Thou art too much for mortal Senſe to bear : 
The vernal Bloom and Fragrancy of Spices, 
Wafted by gentle Winds, are not like thee. 
From thee, as from the Cyprian Queen of hove, 
Ambroſial Odours flow; my every Faculty 
Is charm'd by thee, and drinks immortal Pleaſure, 
O glorious God of _ uy ſwiftly forward, 
And to thy Siſter's Rule reſign the World: 
Nor haſte to riſe again, but let the Night 
x 
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At Morn may find me happieſt of my kind. 


My rather! is chere an Increaſe of Joy * 
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Long bleſs me with her ſtay, that thy Return 
Enter Memnon. 5 


What can ye give, ye Gods, to make it more? 

Mem. Ye Bleſſings of my Age! Whom when I view, 
The Memory of former Woes is loſt. 
Oh Prince! Well has this glorious Day repay'd 
My Youth and Blood ſpent in Arſaces' Service. 
as had the Gods indulg'd my vaineſt Wiſhes, 

urſt I have ask'd for ſuch a Son as you are. | 
But I am ien bred, in words unknowing, i | 
Nor can I phraſe my Speech in apt Expreſſion, 
To tell how much I love and honour you: 
Might I but live to fight one Battle for you, 
Tho with my Life 1 bought the Victory, 
Tho my old batter'd Trunk were hew'd to pieces, 
And ſcatter'd o'er the Field, yet ſhould I bleſs 
My Fate, and think my Years wound up with Honour, 

Artab. Doubt not, my noble Father, but ev'n yet 
A large Remain of Glory is behind. 8 | 
When Civil Diſcord ſhall be reconcil'd, 
And all the Noiſe of Faction huſh'd to Peace, 
Rough Greeze, alike in Arts and Arms ſevere, | 
No more ſhall brand the Perſian Name with Softneſs, _ 
Athens and Sparta wondring, ſhall behold us, 
Strict in our Diſcipline, undaunted, patient 
Of War's ſtern Toil, and dread our hoſtile Vertue. 
Thoſe ſtubborn Commonwealths, that proudly dare 
Diſdain the glorious Monarchs of the Eaſt, 
Shall pay their Homage to the Throne of Cyrus. 
And when with. Laurels cover'd we return. 
My Love ſhall meet, and ſmiling bleſs our Triumph, 
While at her Feet I lay the Scepters of the World. 

| Mem. Oh glorious Theme! By Heav'n it fares my. 

"Ba, : © 1 | 3 | «+133 

And kindles Yauth again in my cold Veins. 


Artax. 
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Artax. Ha! Mirza and the Queen! retire my Fair; 
Ungentle Hate and brawling Rage ſhall not 
Diſturb the Peace, to which this happy Day 
Is doubly ſacred. Forward, to the Altar. 
Ln Artaxerxes, derer Memnon, and 
(Attendains, 


Enter. at nn other Door, Queen, Mirza, a A.- 
tendants. 


Mirx. An are diſpos'd, and Fate 2 waits our Orders 
For a deciding Blow. . 
u. Your Caution was 


Both wiſe and faithful, not to truſt my Son 2 


Too raſhly with a Secret of this nature: 
The Youth, tho great of Soul, and fond of Glory, 
Yet leans to the fantaſtick Rules of Honour, 
Would heſitate at ſuch an Act as this, 
Tho future Empire ſhould depend upon it. 
Mirz, When Time ſhall add Experience to tha 
Knowledge, 


Wich which his early Youth is richly fraught, 


He'll be convinc'd that only Fools would loſe 
A Crown for notionary Principles. 
Honour is the unthinking Soldier's Boaſt, 
Whoſe dull -Head cannot reach thoſe finer any 
By which Mankind is govern'd. 

Ns. And yet it gives a Luſtre to the Great, 
And makes the Crond adore em. 

Mirz, Your: Son ſhall reap | 
The whole Advantage, while we bear the Guilt: 
You, Madam, when the ſacred Hymns are finiſh'd 
Muſt with the Prince retire z our Foes when ſeiz'd, 
Within the Temple may be beſt ſecur'd, 
Till you diſpoſe their Fate. 

Qs. The Rites attend us; ¶ Solemn Muſick is hear, 
This day my Son is Monarch of the Eaſt. 

Mirz. Lend us ye Gods, your Temples but this Day, 
You ſhall be "ou wich Ages of Devotion, _ 


* 


: 
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air; And after this for ever undiſturb'd, | 


Brood o'er your ſmoking Altars. * 
[Exeunt Queen, Mirza, and Attendants. 


- | © $cCENEL 


4t- The Scene opening, ſhews the Altar of the Sun, Magas, 
and ſeveral other Prieſis attending. Solemn Muſick 
| it heard : then enter on one ſide Memnon, Artaxerxes, 
ders Ameſtris, and Artendants ; on the other ſide the 
. Queen, Mirza, Artaban, Cleone, Cleanthes, and At- 
tendants : they all bow towards "the Altar, and then 
range themſelves on each fide of the Stage, while the 
following Hymn is perform'd in Parts, and Chorus " 
by the Prieſts. 


HYMN fo tbe Sun, by W. Shippen ; 


AIL Light, that doubly glads our Sphere, 
Glory and Triumph of the Tear! 
Hail Feſtival, for ever bleſs, | 
By the adoring raviſh'd Eaſt! 


Hail Mithras, mighty Deity ! 
For Fire and Air, and Earth and Sea, 
From thee their Origin derive, 
Motion and Form from thee reteive. 
or” | 
hen Matter * unatted lay, * 
No ſooner thou infus'd thy Ray, 
But the dull Maſs its Power obey d, 
But an harmonious World was made. 


ard, Which ſtill, when thou withdrawſt thy Beams, 
. An undiſtinguiſh'd Chaos ſeems ; 
Ts. For what are Objects without ſight ? 
A Or Viſion when in vol vd in Night ? 


's Night 


a ON 


* 
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Night is an univerſal Grave, | 
Where things but doubtful Beings have. 
Tull them thy Beams ulluminate, 
And, as it were, again create, 

Chorus, exc. 


Hail. Source of immaterial Fire, 

That ne er began, can ne er expire; 

Whoſe Orb, with fireaming Glories fraught, 
Daxles the Ken of human Thought ! 


"All the dependant Spheres above, 
By thy Direction ſhine and move. 


"All purer Beings here below, 


From thy immediate Eſſence flow. 


What is the Soul of Man but Light, 
Drawn down from thy tranſcendent Height? 


What but an Intellectual Beam? 


%. 


A Spark of thy immortal Flame ? 


For as thou rul'ſt with gladſome Rays 
The greater World, ſo this the leſs ; 
And like thy own diffuſive Soul, 

Shoots Life and Vigour thro" the whole. 


Since then from Thee at firſt it came, 
To Thee, tho clogg'd, it points its Flame; 
And conſcious of ſuperiour Birth, * 
Deſſpiſes this unkindred Earth. 

Chorus, Oc. 


Hail Oroſmades, Pour Divine 
Permit us to approach thy Shrine; 
Permit thy Votaries to raiſe 1 9 1806 
Their grateful Voices to thy Praiſe. | 


Thou art the Father of our Kings, { 
The Stem whence their high Lineage ſprings ; 


1 
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The Sow reign Lord that does maintain | 
Their uncontroll'd and boundhſs Reign, 


ER 


H O thes aſſiſt thy drooping Son, = tr 4 4 
7 Inn ho long has grac'd our Perſian Throne ! | 
oO may he yet extend his Sway 
We yet Arſaces Rule obey ! 


Let thy Vitality impart WEI EY ED 
New Spirits to his fainting Heart; 1 
Let him, like thee, (from whom be Haren) n 
Be ever Active, ever Young . 37 HT 
Chorus, exc. | 15 52801 


When the Muſick is ended, 1 Artaxerxes, cor. 
Queen, Artaban, c. go off as they enter d —_ ; 
only Mirza comes forward, and the Scene ſhuts ; he 
Looks after Ameſtris going out, and then ſpeaks. 


| Mirz. What means this foreign Warmth within my 
L Breaſt ? 
Is this a time for any Thought but Vengeance ? 
That fatal Beauty dazles my weak Senſe, | 
And blaſts the Reſolution of my Soul: 
My Eyes in contradiction to my Purpoſe, 
Still bent to her, and drunk the Poiſon in; 
While I ſtood ſtupid in ſuſpence of Thought. 
And now like Oil my flaming Spirits blaze z 
| My Arteries, my Heart, my Brain is ſcoreh' d, F Y 
And I am all one Fury. Feeble Mirza! DERE © 
Canſt thou give way to Dotage, and become | 
The Jeſt of Fools? No! 'tis impoſſible: 
Revenge ſhall rouze, and with her Iron Whips 
Laſh torth this lazy Ague from my Blood, 
This Malady of Girls. Remember, Stateſinan, 
Thy Fate and future Fortunes now are forming, 
And ſummon all thy Counſels to their Aid, 
Ev'n thy whole Soul. It wo'not be: Ameſtris 
Still riſes uppermoſt in all my Thoughts, 
The Maſter-piece of Nature. The Boy God 
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5z The Ambitious Step- Mother. 
Lavghs at my Rage, and triumphs o'er my Folly. _ 

| | [ 4 tumultuous Noiſe is heard. 
Ha ! by the Gods 'tis doing ! Now my Stars 
Be kind, and make me Maſter of my Wiſh at once, 


Enter Magas. 


But ſee the Prieſt! Why doſt thou ſtare and tremble? 
Have we ſutceeded 2? ſay; and eaſe my Fears. 
Mag. My Soul is pierc'd with Horror ! Every God 
Seems from his Shrine to threaten us with Vengeance, 
The Temple reels, and all its pond'rous Roof 
Nods at the Profanation. x 
Mirz. Baſe and fearful ' 
How can thy wretched Soul conceive ſuch Monſters ? 1 
Canſt thou who would'ſt be great be ſuperſtitious ? = 
But *tis the Coward's Vice. Say, are our Enemies ſe- 


cur'd ? Ar 
Mag. They are; the Prince, old Memnon, and his FF 4A 
Daughter \ Ar 
Are in Orchanes' hands, only Tigranes Fe > 8. 
With ſome of leſſer Note are fled, L op 
Mirz. No matter: . g M 
Theſe are the Soul, the reſt a lifeleſs Maſs, = 
Not worth our Apprehenſion. | Tr 
Mag. Will you ſtay, | Cle 
To meet the furious Thunder of their Rage ? | An 
Mirz. I will: Thou may'ſt retire, and ſummon back g Ap 
Thy ſcatter'd Spirits: Let not the Crowd ſee W 
Thy Fears; twill make thee vile and cheap among em. - 00 
[Exit Magas. 4 
Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Ameſtris, Priſoners, Th 
Orchanes, and Guards. In 
arias, Slave ! Vithin ! Anſwer, ſay how haſt thou Fe 
ar” f | | 
To do this Inſolencd‚e | | Ca 
Orch. 1 know my Orders, D J I'll 
Which from the Queen my Miſtreſs I receiy'd, 1 © 
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Who will avow her own Authority. | _ 
Artax. Ha! from the Queen! She durſt not, tis 

impoſlible ! | 

'Tis Sacrilege ! 'tis Treaſon ! tis Damnation! 

Am I not Artaxerxes? Born to Empire, 

The Next Degree to Gods. O thou bright Sun! 

That roll'ſt above, the Object of our Worſhip, 

Canſt thou behold, and not avenge thy Race ? 

Thy injur'd Race ? If I could ought admit 

Unworthy of thy Great Original, 

Let me be doom'd to fall this Villain's Slave. 

If not! Why am I made the Scorn of Wretches 

Þ much below me, that they hardly ſhare 

The common Privilege of Kind; but are 


Mem. See where the Maſter Villain ſtands! Unmoy'd: 
And harden'd in Impiety, he laughs 
At the fititious Juſtice of the Gods, a 
And thinks their Thunder has not Wings to reach him. 
But know the Joy thy Triumph brings is ſhort; 

My Fate, (if the Gods govern) or at leaſt 

My Mind's beyond thy reach, and ſcorns thy Malice. 
Mirz. Dull valiant Fool, thy Ruin is the leaſt, 

The moſt ignoble Triumph of my Wit, 

Cleander's Blood asks for ſubſtantial Vengeance, 

And when the Thought that labours in my Breaſt 

Appears in Aion, thou ſhalt know the Cauſe 

Why 1 remain to view thy hated Face, <a 

That blaſts me with its Preſence ; thou ſhalt know it, 

And curſe thy ſelf, curſe the ill-omen'd Day | | 

That gave thee Birth, renouncing all the Gods; | | I 

Thy ſelf of them renounc'd, ſhalt fink to Hell! 2 

In bittereſt Pangs, and mingle with the Furies. 

Mem. Unhallow'd Dog, thou ly'ſt! The demoſt Force 
Of all thy ſtudy'd Malice cannot move me : a. 
And if the Gods in tryal of my Vertue, 

Can yield my Life up to thy Hangman's Mercy; 
I'll ſhew thee with what eaſe the Brave and Honeſt 
Can put off Life, till thou ſhale damn thy Arts, 


— 


Thy wretched Arts, and r of Malice. 


3 Mirz. 
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Mirz. Reſt well aſſur'd, thou ſhalt have cauſe to try 
The Philoſophick Force of paſſive Vertue. 

Artax, O Death to Greatneſs! Can we fall ſo low, 
To be the flayiſh Cbjects of his Mirth ? | 
Shall my juſt Rage and violated Honour 
Play the Buffoon, aud miniſter to Laughter ? 

Down, down, my ſwelling Heart, hide thy Reſentments, 
Nor proſtitute the rufled Majeſty 

Of injur'd Princes to the gazing Crowd, 

My Face ſhall learn to cover the Emotion 

My wounded Soul endures. -- Ha! my Ameſtris ? 

My Love! my Royal Bride! the Spoiler, Grief, 
Defaces every. Feature : like the Deluge 

That raz'd the Beauties of the firſt Creation: 

I cannot bear it : Villains, give me way! 


' | He break: from the Guard that holds him, 


and catches hold of Ameſtris. | 


| Oh! let me hold thee in my throbbing Boſom, 


And ſtrive to hide thy Sorrows from my fight, 
I cannot ſee thy Griefs; and yet I want 
The Power to bring Relief. 
Ameſ. Ah! No my Prince! 

There are no Remedies for Ills like ours; 
My helpleſs Sex by Nature ſtands expos'd 

To all the Wrongs and Injuries of Fortune; 
Defenceleſs in my ſelf, you were my Refuge, 
You are my Lord, to whom ſhould I complain, 
Since you cannot redreſs me? Were you not 
The Honour, Joy, and Safety of Ameſtris ? 
For you alone I liv'd, with you alone 

I could be happy, O my Artaxerxes“ 

One Influence guides our conſenting Stars, 

And ſtill together we are bleſs'd or curs'd, 
*>Mirz- With a malignant Joy my Ears drink in, 
Hear each harmonious Accent, every Glance 
Goes to my Heart, and ſtirs alternate Mottons 


Of Heat and Cold; a lazy Pleafure now 


hrills all my Veins. anon Deſire ome hot, 
And my old Sinews ſhrink before the Flame. 


Artax, Go on! And charm me with thy Angel's yu y 
8 o 00! 
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The Ambitious Step "Dr mer. + 
Sooth and afſuage the Fury in my Breaſt, 5 
That urges me to unbecoming Paſſion: | : 
My Rage grows cool amidſt Ki ſoft Cerdplaiqivge 3 "9 
And tho thou talk'ſt of Woes, of Death and Rain, | | 
'Tis Heaven to hear thee. ©? ” 

Ameſ. Since this is all our Wronkinl Conſolation, | 
Let us indulge our Grief, till by long uſe FLORIO 
It grows habitual, and we loſe the Pain. a 
Here on the marble Pavement will we ſit, en 
Thy Head upon my Breaſt; and if Remembrance 
Of cruel Wrongs ſhall vex thy noble Heart, 
The Murmur of my Sighs ſhall charm the Tumult, 

f And Fate ſhall find us calm; Nor will the Gods, 
Who here inhabit and behold our Sufferings, ial be 
Delay to end our Woes in Immortality, 
Artax. Ha! ſay'ſt thou? Gods! Yes certain there are 
Gods, 
To whom my Youth with Reverence till has bow'd, 
Whoſe Care and Providence are Vertue's Guard; 
Think then, my Fair, they have not made us great, | 
And like themfcliis. for miſerable Ends. | 
Mirz. Gods might behold her, and forget their wit 
dom. CAſide. 
But 1 delay too long. Orchanes, lend thy Ear. | 
* whiſpers Orchanes, and exit. 
Mem. My CO you were ſtill my Joy and —_ 
ineſs: 
Why am I made your Curſe? ? This hated Head, 
To Death devoted, has involv'd your Innocence” | ; 
In my Deſtruction. "I 
[Guards lay hold on Avia and Amefti | 
Ameſ, Alas, my Father 
Artax. Barbarous Dogs! What mean you ? 
Orch. Convey the Lady to Lord Mirza's 3 
'Tis the Queen's Will ſne ſnall be there confin de. 5 
Artax. Thou canſt not mean ſo dam'd a Villany 4A 
£1 Thou dac'ſt not! ſhalt not part us! Fate cannot do it! 
10 Mem. Curſed Old. Age, why have 1 liv'd to ſee this? 
; Orch. Force em aſunder. 
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56 The Ambitious Step-Mother. 
Ari. New off my Limbs, ye Dogs! I will not looſe 
em — | 8 

Oh Devils! Death and Furies! my Wife my lov'd 
Aneſtris | 
Aneſ. My Lord | my Husband ! 


Orchanes and one Party of the Guards force Artaxerxes [4 | 


and Memnon off one way, aud the other Party bears 
Ameſttis another. wy 


Re-enter Mirza. 


Mirz. This was moſt noble Miſchief ! it ſtung home, 
'Twas Luxury of Vengeance ——'twas not ill 
To keep aloof : theſe boiſterous Beaſts have Paws, 
And might have ſcratch'd: The Wiſe ſhould not allow 
A poſſibility to Fortune's Malice. | 
Now to the reſt this Prince! this Husband ! dies: 
To-morrow's Dawn brings his and Memnon's Fate. 
This Night let em deſpair, and ban, and rage, 
And to the wooden Deities within . 
Tell frantick Tales: my Hours ſhall paſs more pleaſingly 
If Love (which yet I know not) can give Pleaſure, 
Love ! What is Love? the Paſſion of a Boy, 
That ſpends his time in Lazineſs and Sonnets : 
Luſt is the Appetite of Man ; and ſhall 
Be fated, till it loath the cloying Banquet. 
The Wiſe by human Frailty are 
To taſte theſe Pleaſures, but not dwell upon 'em; 


They marr and dull the Faculty of Thinking : | 1 


One Night 1 ſafely may indulge in Riot, 
Tis politick Lewdneſs, and aſſiſts my Vengeance ; 
I will — young, and ſurfeit on her Charms, 
Her luſcious Sweets ; then riſing from her Arms, 
- The nauſeous, momentary Joy forget, 
And be my ſelf again; again be Wiſe and Great. 
| [Exit Mirza. 
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SC) (NC ( (CY 
ALE $8. 
SCENE I. The Palace. 
| Enter Artaban and Cleanthes, 


Artab. » Is baſe and impious ! Where are the Ties 
Shall keep Mankind in Order, if Religion 

And publick Faith be violated ? 'Tis an Injury | | 

That beards both Gods and Men, and dares their Juſtice. -j 
Clean, The fearful Crowd already take th' Alarm, - =' 

Break off their ſolemn Sports, their Songs and Dances, J 

And wildly in tumultuous Concert join | 

Miſchief and Danger fits in ey'ry Face, 

And while they dread the Anger of the Gods, 

The Wiſe who know th' Effeds of popular Fury, 

From them expect that Vengeance which — | 
Artab. The ſacred Power of Majeſty, which ſhou'd 

Forbid, owns and protects the Violence at 

It muſt not, ſhall not be : Who ſteals a Crown 

By Arts like theſe, wears it unworthily. 

' Clean. The Queen your Mother, Sir! ſhe will 

You ſhould approve that Act her Power has done. 
Artab. I'll meet her as I ought, and ſhow my ſelf” 

Worthy the noble Riyalſhip of Empire, 8 


Enter the Queen, Mirza, and Attendants. 


Nx. My Son, I come to joy you of a Crown + + 
And Glory certain now; your Fate at length, | | 
Has maſter'd that malignant Influence 1 


With which it ſtruggled long: You are a King, | 
nnen 
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And tho my widow'd Bed be Cauſe for Grief, 


8 The Ambitions Step-Mother. 


The greateſt that our Eaſtern World beholds ; 


Yet for thy fake, my.Son, 1 joy to ſay, 
Arſates is no more. 
Artab. *Twere vain and fooliſh 
To mourn his Death with ceremonious Sorrow; 
For tho he dy'd the greateſt of our Race, 
' Yet ſince decaying Age had ſunk him low, 
And all the native Majeſty was loſt, 
*Twas time the Soul ſhould ſeek for Immortality, 
And leave the weary Body to enjo 
An honourable Reſt from Care and Sickneſs : 
Peace to his Aſhes, and eternal Fame 
"Dwell with his Memory; while we who live 
Look back with Emulation on his Greatneſs, . 
And with laborious Steps ſtrive to aſcend r 
That Height where once he ſat. 
Qu. Thou haſt already 
Attain'd the lofty Summit of his Glory; 
His Throne expects thee but to ſit and fill it. 
Artab. No, Madam, when the Gods chuſe worthy sub- 
Wee 
On whom to place ſuch Greatneſs, they ſurround 
The glorious Prize with Toil and thorny Danger, 
And bid the Man who would be Great, dare greatly. 
Be it for dull Elder Brothers to poſſeſs 
Without deſerving; mine's a nobler Claim, 
Nor will 1 taſte the Godlike Joys of Power, | 
Til} Men and Gods with Jultice ſhall confeſs 
Tis barely the Reward of what 1 merit. 
. What means my Son? 
Artab. To wreſtle for a Crown! 
u. With what fantaſtick Shadow wouldſt thou flrive? ? 
The haughty Rival of thy Hopes is fallen; 


He lives indeed, but 'tis to grace thy Triumph, 


And bow before thee; then be ſwept away, 
Like the Remembrance of an idle Dream, 
Which cho of Yeſternight, is now forgotten. | 
Artab. It grieves me much to ſay, my Royal abe 
Bcannot take a Crown upon theſe Terms, 1 
0 


1 — | 


7 
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Oncertain Wings the wavering Goddeſs flies, 
Liv Wo 5 p 
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Tho even from your Hands: The conſcious Virtue 
That witneſſes within my Breaſt ſor Glory, 


Points me to Greatneſs by the Paths of Honour, * 


And urges me to do as a King ought, 
That would not wear his Purple as the Gift 
Of impious Treachery and baſe Deceit. 

Qu. Amazement turns my Senſes ! Or I dream! 1 
For ſure thou canſt not mean ſo poor a Folly. 
Haſt thou been bred in the wiſe Arts of Empire? 
Been early taught to know the Worth of Power? 


And would ſt thou loſe the golden Opportunity 


With which thy Fortune courts thee, for a Notion? 

An empty Sound of Viitue ? A dry Maxim, 

Which Pedants have devis'd for Boys to canvas? 

Can my Son think ſo meanly 2 Go, ſet free ; A 
(Since Honour bids) this Lordly Elder Brother, ; 
Bow like a Slave before him, wait his Pleaſures, 
And live dependant on his ſcanty Penſion; 

He may reward thy ſervile Loyalty, 

And make thee Ruler of ſome. petty Province, 

In recompence of Royalty giv'n up. 

Artab. No! (tho IL muſt: confeſs I would not hold him 
Caught in a Villain's Snare, nor do a Murder A 
Unworthy of a taogman). yemo. death Te 
I ſtill defy him as my mortal Foe. . 
And ſince my Father's Fate diſſolves that Tings, 

To which 1 ſtood engag'd, tis War again. 


Amidſt the ſteely Squadrons will L ſeex WY 


This haughty Brother, by his» Friends ſurrounded, ..-1. 
And back'd with all th“ Advantages of his Birth - 
Then bravely prove upon him with my Sword. 
He falſly brands me for a bookiſh Coward, i 
That Nature's Error only gave him Preference, 
Since Fate meant me the King. 


? L 


Su. A Mother's Care is watchful for thy Safety,, 
Elſe wert thou loſt; thou honourable Fool; 4 
Long might'ſt thou vainly hunt in 2 Fields 

For that 2 which thy willing Fortune 3 


Now reaches to thy Hands: In Battels with 


And 
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Find of. wih partial Hand beſtows her Favour 


_— % 


On Fools and thick-skull'd Heroes; ſeize her now, 
While ſhe is thine, or ſhe is loſt for ever. 

Artab. No matter, let her fly; the Eagle Vertue 
Shall ſoar beyond her, and command her flight: 
Fortune is not my Miſtreſs, but my Slave. 


Poſterity, that reads the Name of Artaban 


In the Records of Empire, ſhall not bluſh g 


To think 1 plotted with a knaviſh Prieſt, 6 | 
The Scandal of his venerable Function, <a - 
And Mark of the Gods Vengeance, to betray * 


Prince my Enemy; as if being conſcious 
Of leſſer Worth, and of unequal Courage, 
I durſt not fairly ſtrive with him for Greatneſs. 0 
Let the abhor'd and impious Treachery | 
Obſcurely die, unknown to future Ages ; : * 
Or it our Shame muſt be deliver'd down, N 
By all the Kingly Hopes that fire my Soul, | 
It ſhall: not as without a Brand of Puniſhment, 

Qs#. Tis wondrous well! Young Man, you king is 

rarely ! - 

ONES 29 to be renown'd for early Juſtice, 
And mark your oftentatious Love of Vertue, 
Ev'n in their Bloods who diſt you up to Por er: 


Perhaps we too our ſelf muſt be arraign'd 


And * me ſee no Faults in her that bore me; 


* 


Before your puny Bar, and feel your Ax; 
Twill be a noble Subject for your Praiſe, 
And yield much Matter to declaiming Flatterers. 
Artab. You, Madam, are my Mother, Nature blinds 
me 


Thoſe other Slaves that dare———— 
-Qz. May be immortal, wah: 
For ought that thou canſt do to eauſe their Fate, 


. Is not: thy Power the Creature of my Favour, 


Which in precarious wiſe on me depending, 
Exiſts by my Concurrence to its Being? 


Miſtaken Youth ! Whoſe giddy Brain, Ambition 


Has, like the Fume of drunken Vapoaurs, turn d?! j 
Think'ſt thou that 1 whoſe Soul was form'd for —». 
0 


The Ambitious Step-Mother. 61 
Would lay the golden Reins of Empire down?: | 
Or truſt em to the Guidance of a Boy? ©. 
Who ſhall diſpoſe of me, or thoſe that ſerve me, 
According to the Dictates of old Mortals, 
His bowled Tutor gleans from muſty Authors, 

Artab, Nay then tis time I ſhould exert my ſelf; 
And tho you gave me Birth, yet from the Gods 
(Who made my Father be as he was, Royal, 
And ſtampt the Mark of Greatneſs on my Soul ;) 
I claim my Right to Empire: may I fall : 
Vile and forgotten, if I ever own 
Any ſuperior Being but thoſe Gods. 

V. Thou rav'ſt! And haſt forgot me. 

Artab. No, you are PE 
My Mother, and a Woman, form'd to obey; 
On that Condition all Sexes Privileges 
Are founded: the creating Hand has mix d 
Softneſs and Beauty in your Compoſition, 
To charm”and bend the Mind of Man, impatient 
Of the ignoble Pleaſure ; you were made for 
The Weakneſs and Necellties of Nature: 
Ul are your feeble Souls for Greatneſs ſuited ; 
Deſire of Government is monſtrous in you. 

Ax. Thou mighty Goddeſs, Nature! Doſt thou heat 
This Rebel Son ! This inſolent Upbraider ! 
Still fondly nurs'd in my indulgent Boſom ! 
To build whoſe future Greatneſs to the Skies, 
= anxious Soul has labour'd more than when 
I felt a Mother's Sorrow for bis Birth: A 
Ungrateful Boy! 
Know, Fool! That vaunt'ſt thy ſelf upon thy Manhood, 
The greateſt He that rougher Kind e'er had, 
Muſt have confeſs'd Woman's ſuperior Wit, 
And own'd our Sex's juſt Prerogative. | 
Did not a Mother's Fondneſs plead hard for thee, - 
Thy Head ſhould pay the Forfeit of thy Inſolence; 
For know, young King, that I am Fate in Perſia, _ 
And Life and Death depend upon my Pleaſure. 

Artab. The World would be well goyern'd, 

the Gods . | 
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Depute their Providence to Women's Care, | 

And truſt them with the Fate of Kings and Empires. 
Su. Yet thou art ſafe ! Away! nor tempt me further, 

The Patience ev'n of Gods themſelves has limits, 

Tho they with long forbearance view Man's Folly. 

Yet if thou till perſiſt to dare my Power, | 

Like them I may be urg'd to looſe my Vengeance, 

And tho thou wert my Creature, ſtrike thee dead. 
_—_ 'Beſeech you, Sir, retire ; theQueen your Mo- 

ther. | | 
Labours with wiſeſt Foreſight for r Good, 
And is incens'd to ſee you thwart that Purpoſe. 


Artab. What is the Good of Greatneſs but the Power? 


Madam, I leave you ; my own innate Virtue 
Arms me againſt your Rage, unjuſt and impotent : 
Wait but the great Succeſs my Soul divines, 

And you will own your little juggling Arts 
Have only ſery'd to obſtruft a while my Glory, 
And skreen this elder Brother from my Conqueſt. 


[Exit Artaban and Cleanthes. 


Qs. Some envious Pow'r above, ſome hoſtile Demon, 
Works under-hand againſt my ſtronger Genius, 
And countermines me with Domeſtick Jars. 
Malicious Chance! When all abroad was ſafe, 
To ftart an unſeen Danger from my ſelf! 
Mirza ! Didſt not thou mark the hatighty Boy: 
With what aſſuming Pride he own'dhis daring ? 
And claim'd Superiority of Power! r 
Oh can I live and bear to be controll'd? 


To ſhare. the Pleaſure of ſupreme Command 


With him or any one? Oh Artemiſa 
Didſt thou diſdain Subjection to a Husband, 
The proudeſt Title of that Tyrant Man ? 
And canſt thou yield t' a Boy ? A Son! By Nature 
And grateful Duty to obedience bound ?/ | 

Mirz. Madam, let me intreat you; by the Gods, 
To calm your juſt Reſentments: Meddling Fortune, 
(Whoſe Malice labours to perplex the Wiſe) 
IF not prevented; will unravel all 


Thoſe finer Arts, which we with Care have woye. $2 
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The Prince, led on by this pernicious Honouf. 
May ſet the Pris'gers free; think, if that happen, ” 
To what a ſhock of Fate we ſtand expos s'd. 
Qs. Tis true! this fooliſh Honour ruins all, 


' Ridiculous Notion ! as if Self. intereſt 


Were not the firſt and nobleſt Law of Nature, 
Say then, wiſe Lord, and let thy ready Wit, 
Still preſent to it ſelf, ayert this Blow. 

Mirx. One Method, tho ungentle, yet remains 
To remedy the Fears this Il produces ; „ 
This inſtant let a Guard confine the Prince; | We. 
Ere te can gain the Means t' effect that Miſchief 
He meditates againſt himſelf and us: | 
To-morrow, early as the Morning dawns 
The Priſoners all ſhall die; that once diſpateh'd, 
This raging Fit of Honour will relax, 
And give him Leiſure to conſider eooly 
Th' Advantage of his Fortune, 

Qu. You have Reaſon ; | 


And tho I fear his havghty Temper will 


But badly brook Confinement, he muſt learn 
To bear it as he can; perhaps will bend him, 
And make his Youth more pliant to my Will. 

Mirz. Your Orders cannot be diſpatch'd too ſoon, 
Each Minute of the flying Hours is precious. 

Zu. The Eunuch Bagoas | let him attend us, , 
He ſhall receive Inſtructions on the Inſtant. ' 

[ Exeunt the Queen and Mirza Sid 


8 0 E. N E II. Mairza's Pajace. 


Shows Cleons in Man's Habit, with 4 Dark-Lonchorn, 


Beliza following. 


Cleo. Ye gentler Were who view our Cates with vi, 
Lend your Compaſſion to the! poor ameſtris , Rt 21 
Oh my Beliza ! was not thy Soul wounded, '** 
To hear (when now we paſt by her Aparennent)/* 
The piercing Accents of her loud Complainings ? 


By 
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64 The Ambitious Step-Mother. 
By Heaven my aching Heart bleeds for her Sufferings. 
Bil, Tis ſure ſhe feels the bittereſt Pangs of Woe ; 
And were not all my Thoughts to you devoted, 
Her Grief would deeply fink into my Soul. 
Why will you tempt alone ten thouſand Dangers ? 
Your Father's and the furious Queen's Reſentments ? 
The cruel Guards, and all thoſe fatal Accidents, 
Which in the Horror of this dreadful Night 
Might ſhake the Reſolution of a Man ? 
Cleo. Prithee no more; thou know'ſt I am reſoly'd, 
And all thy kind Advice is urg'd in yain. 
Thy fond miſtaking Fears preſent the Danger 
More dreadful than it is : this Maſter-key 
Admits me thro' that Paſſage to the Temple, 
By which the Guards, who ſeiz'd th' unhappy Prince 
This Morning, enter'd; that of all the rell | 
Is only left unguarded, and from thence, 
Aſſiſted by the friendly Veil of Night, 
We may conduct him thro' my Father's Palace 
[+ In ſafety to the Street; there undiſtinguiſh'd 
1 Sack the buſy diſcontented Crowd, 
That ſwarm in murmuring Heaps, he may retire; 
| Nor ſhall my Father or the Queen e'er know 
= _ The pious Fraud my Love was guilty of: 


e r e 5s 


2 2 2 2 Fl. LI ff FE. | 


Bel. Yet till I fear 


| | Cleo. No more ! Retire and leaye me, 
My 2 Heart ſits lighter than it's wont, 
is And chearfully preſages good Succeſs. 
1 Bel. Where ſhall 1 wait you? 
Cleo, At my own Apartment. 
| Bel. The mighty Gods protect you. 
Cleo. Softly ! Retire. [ Exit Beliza. 
What Noiſe was that? —The Creature of my Fears. 
In vain, fond Maid, wouldſt thou belye thy Sex, 
| Thy Coward Soul confeſſes thee a Woman, : 
_ A C oliſh, raſh, fond Woman. Where am I going 
= To ſave my Godlike Hero! Oh my Heart! | 


S. | It pants and trembles; ſure tis Joy, not Fear: 
s The Thought has given me Courage; I ſhall ſave him, 
vl That Darling of my Eyes. What if 1 fail? 


Then 


A 


The Ambitions Step- Mother. 6 
Then Death is in my reach, and ends my Sorrow-WW. 
| | + [Shewing a Dagger. 
Why doſt thou ſhake, my Hand; and fear to graſp” 7» 
This Inſtrument of Fate? If I ſucceed, + - | 

Yet Artaxerxes Will not live for me 

And my Deſpair will want thy friendly Aid. 
Death ev'ry way ſhuts up my gloomy Proſpect. 
If then there be that Lethe and Elyſium | 
Which Priefts and Poets tell, to 7 cot dark Stream 
My Soul, of Life impatient, ſhall make haſte. 
One healing Draught my Quiet ſhall reſtore, 

And Love forgotten ne'er diſturb me more, 


Exit Cleone, 
SCENE II. 
A Nights Scehe of the 7 emple of the Sun. 


Enter Artaxerxes and Memnon. 
* 
Artax. Still 'tis in vain! This idle Rage is yain ! - 
And yet, my ſwelling Paſſions will have way; 
And rend * labouring Breaſt till they find vent. 
Was it for this, ye cruel Gods, you made me 
Great like Your ſelves, and as a King, to be 
Your ſacred Image? Was it but for this? 
To be cut down, and mangled by vile Hands, 
Like the falſe Object of miſtaken Worſhip ? 
Why rather was 1 not a peaſant Slave? | 
Bred from my Birth a Drudge to your Creation, 
And to my deſtin'd Load inur'd betimes 2 - We 
Mem. The Malice of our Fate were not compleat, 
Had we not been by juſt degrees, to Happineſs: ' 
Rais'd, only to be plung'd the deeper down 
In an abyts of Woes. Early Succeſs 
Met and attended all my youthful Wars; 
And when I ruſh'd amidſt the dreadful Battel, - -- 
The weaker Genii of our Aſian Monarchs 1. + 0 
| | | Shrunk 
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Shrunk from the Force of a ſuperior Fate; 

Ofer-match'd they fell, and by my Sword were (wept 

Eike common Beings from che glorious Fiel. 

Then was the Day of joyous Triumph, then | 

My Soul was lifted high, ev'n to the Stars. 7 

But now! What am I now ? O damn'd Reverſe of 
Fortune | 


Now when my Age would be indulg'd in Eaſe, 


And joy in Pleaſure of my former Fame, 
Now I am. curs'd ; held at a Villain's Mercy, 


My Foes Deriſion, and the Scorn of Cowards. 


Artax, Oh! Torture of my Soul! damn'd racking 
Thought! | 
Am not I too reſerv'd for ſervile Vaſlalage ? 
To be the Subject of a Boy's Command ? 
A Boy by Nature ſet beneath my Sway ? 
And born to be my Slave ! Shall he triumph, 
And bid me live or die ? Shall he difpoſe 
His beardlefs Viſage to a ſcornful Smile, 
And tell me that his Pleaſure is wy Fate ? 
No! my diſdainful Soul ſhall ſtruggle out 
And ſtart at once from its diſnonour'd Manſion. 
Mem: Oh! Royal Thought ! Nor ſhall they keep back 
Death, 
Altho its common Means be not in reach. 
Shell my old Soldier's Outſide rough and hardy, 
Scarr'd o'er with many an honourable Mark, 
Be cag'd for publick Scorn ? Shall a Dog tell me, 
Thus didſt thou once, and now thou art my Slave; 
My Foot ſhall ſpurn thee, tread upon thy Neck, 
And trample in the Duſt thy Silver Hairs ? 
Shall I not rather choak ? Hold in my Breath ? 
Or ſmear ſome Wall or Pillar with my Brains? | 
Artax. Rage or ſome God ſhall ſave us from Diſhonour, 
But, O my Father! Can we take our flight, 
Tho to the Stars, and leave my Love behind ? 
Where is ſhe now? Where is my Queen! my Bride? 
My Charmer! my Ameſtris! _ F 
Mem. Speak not of her. 
Artax. Not ſpeak low | 
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Mem. Nor think öf her if poſſible. _- 
Artax. Was ſhe not fnarch'd, torn' from my welle 
Arms, 

Whilſt every God look'd on and ſaw the Wrong, | 

Heard her loud Cries, which vainly ſtroye to rouze 

Their ſlow unready Vengeance? Was ſhe not 

Forc'd from my panting Boſom (yet T live!) 

Ev'n on our Bridle Day? Then, when our Flames 

Were kindly join'd, and made but one Deſire; : 

Then, when ſhe ſigh'd and g22'd, and bluft'd and ſigh'd ? 

When every touch, When er ery Joy grew fiercer, 

And thoſe that were bebind were more than mortal, 

To loſe her then! Oh! 

And yet you bid me think of der no more. 

Mem. I do; for the bare mention turns my Brain, 

And ev'n now 1 border upon Madneſs ; 

So dreadful is the very Apprehenſion 

Of what may be. 

Artax. Can we make Thought go back? 

Will it not turn again, cleave 0 our Breaſts, 

And urge remembrance till it ti 2g us home ? 

Ha! Now the ohaſtly Scene is ſet before me; 

And as thou ſaid'ſt it runs me to Diſtraction: 

Behold her Beauties, form'd for Kings to ſerve, 

Held vile, and treated like an abje& Slave! 

Helpleſs amidſt her cruel Foes ſhe ſtands, 

Inſulting Artemiſa mocks her Tears, 

And bids her call the Gods and me in vain, _ 
Mem. Would that were all. ble ne EE 
Artax. Ha! Whither would'ſt thou drive me? 
Mem, Did you like me conſider that Dog Mirza, 

Early to Hell devoted, and the Furies, 

Born, . nurs'd, and bred a Villain, you would fear 

The worſt Effects his Malice could expreſs 

On Vertue which he hates, when in his power. 
Artax. What is the worſt ? 

Mem. What my old faltring Tongue 

Trembles to utter; goatiſh Luſt and Rape, 

Artax. Ha! Rape! If there are Gods, it is impoſſible, 
Mem, Oh" ! dreadful Image for a — $ * 
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68 The Ambitzous Step- Mother. 
To have his only Child, her Sex's Boaſt, 85 
The Joy of Sight, and Comfort of his Age, 
Dragg'd by a villain Slave, his ruthleſs Hand 
Wound in her Hair, to ſome remote dark Cel], 
A Scene for Horror fit, there to be blotted 

By his foul Luſt, till Appetite be gorg'd. 


ne 
Let me grow ſavage firſt, let this old Hand = 
That oft has bleſs'd her, in her Blood be drench'd ; ( 
Let me behold her dead, dead at my foot, Ib 
To ſpare a Father's greater Shame and Sorrow. An 
Artax. A Father! What's a Father's Plague to mine; 
A Husband, and a Lover! If it can be, * Nc 
If there is ſuch a hoarded Curſe in ſtore, M Nc 
Transfix me now, ye Gods, now let your Thunder | 
Fall on my Head, and ſtrike me to the Centre, | Tl 
Left if I ſhould ſurvive my ruin'd Honour * | Sp 
And injur'd Love, 1 ſhould ev'n curſe your Godheads, | 


Run banning and blaſpheming thro' the World, 
And with my Execrations fright your Worſhippers 
From kneeling at your Altars. 


Enter Cleone with a dark Lanthorn and Key, 


Cleo. This way the echoing Accents ſeem to come: 
Sure tis the wretched Prince! Oh can you hear him, 
And yet refuſe to lend your Aid, ye Gods ? 

Artax. This Gloom of horrid Night ſuits well my Soul. 
Love, Sorrow, conſcious Worth, and Indignation, 
Stir mad Confuſion in my lab'ring Breaſt, 

And I am all o'er Chaos. | 
Cleo. Is this, alas! 
The State of Artaxerxes, Perſia's Heir? 
Not one poor Lamp to cheer the diſmal Shade 1 
Of this huge holy Dungeon ; Slaves, Murderers, | 
1 
s 


Villains that Croſſes wait for, are not us'd thus: 
I'll ſhew my ſelf. ; | | ; 
[She turns the Light, and comes towards Artax. 0 
(and Mem. | 
Mem, Ha! whence this Gleam of Light? x 
Artax. Fate is at hand, let's haſte to bid it * 0 
t i 


The Ambitious Step-Mother. gg 
It brings an end of Wretchedneſs. MI 8 
Cleo. Speak lower; | | 
I am a Friend: long live Prince Artaxerxes. | 
Artax. What Wretch art thou that hail'ſt me with a 
Curſe ? | 
Come from that Cloud that muffles up thy Face, 
And if thou haſt a Dagger, ſhew it boldly: 
We wiſh to die. 
Cleo. Think better of my Errand, 
I bring you Bleſſings, Liberty and Life, 
And come the Miniſter of happier Fare : 1 
| LEE [Turns the Light on her ſelf. 
Now down my Blood ! down to my trembling Heart, 
Nor Sparkle in my Viſage to betray me, Aide. 
Artax. Ha! as live, a Boy! a bluſhing Boy! 
Thou wer't not form'd ſure for a Murderer's Office; 
Speak then, and tell me what and whence thou art. 
Cleo. Oh! ſeek not to unveil a trivial Secret, 
Which known imports you not. I am a Youth 
Abandon'd to Misfortunes from my Birth, 
And never knew one Cauſe to joy in Life, 
But this that puts it in my power to fave 
A Prince like Artaxerxes. Ask no more, 
But follow thro? the Mazes that I tread, 
Until you find your ſafety. 
Artax, Thus forbidding | 
Thou giv'ſt me cauſe t'enquire: Are then the Guards, 
l. That when the Day went — with ſtricteſt Watch 
Obſerv'd the Temple - Gates, remov'd or fled ? 
Cleo, They are not, but with numbers reinforc'd 
Keep every . only one remains 
Thro* Mirxa's Palace, open to your Flight. | 
Mem. Ha! Mirza! there's Damnation in his Name, 
Ruin, Deceit, and Treachery attend it; 
Can Life, can Liberty, or Safety come 
From him? or ought that has an Int'reſt in him? 
Rather, ſuſpe& this feigning Boy his Inſtrument, 


2 
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9 To plunge us deeper yet, if poſſible 
* In miſery; perhaps ſome happy Accident, : 
Ry As yet to us unknown, preſerves us from 
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70 The Ambuus Step. Mother: 
| | The utmoſt Malice of his Hate, while here. . 
” This ſets his wicked Wit at work to draw us 
- Forth from this holy Place ; much better be 

The Pris'ners of the Gods, than wear his Fetters. 

Cleo. Unfortunate Suſpicion! What ſhall I ay 
To urge em to be ſafe, and yet preſerve 
My wretched ſelf unknown ? 

Artax. Surely-that Face 

Vas not deſign'd to hide diſſembled Malice: 
Say, Youth, art thou of Mirxa's Houſe, (as ſure thou muſt, 
If thou pretend ſt to lead us that way forth) 
a ||| And canſt thou be a Friend of Artaxerxes? 
B Whom that fell Dog, that Miniſter of Devils, 
$3 With moſt opprobrious Injuries has loaded. 

| | Cleo. Tho I am his, yet ſure I never ſhar'd 
BY His Hate; ſhall I confeſs and own my Shame ? 

_ | 5 Oh Heavens! 
_ Mem. Mark th' unready Traytor ſtammers 
—_ Half-bred and of the mungrel Strain of Miſchief, 

ö | i He has not Art enough to hide the Cheat, 
= His deep- deſigning Lord had better plotted. 

| Away! thinks he ſo poorly of our Wit, 

_ To gull us with a Novice ? If our Fate : 
_ Has giv'n us up, and mark'd us for Deſtruction, 

31 Tell him, we are reſolv'd to meet it here. 
[| | Cleo. Yet hear me, Prince, ſince you ſuſpe& me ſent 

| | By Mirza, to enſnare you, know I ſerve, a 5 
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| 
| Oh Gods! to what am I reduc'd! (Aſide) 
—_ |. Daughter: Pp 
_ i Some God compaſſionate of your Woes has ſtirr'd 
_ * A Woman's Pity in her ſofter Breaſt; p 
= N And tis for her 1 come to give you Liberty. | 
= I beg you to believe me. [ She weeps. 
__: Artax. See, he weeps! b 
4 Mem.. The waiting Tears ſtood ready for Command, 
_ And now they flow to varniſh the falſe Tale. 
_—_ Artax. His Daughter, ſay'ſt thou? I have ſeen the 
_— | Maid, p 
=_ Doſt thou ſerve her? And could ſhe ſend thee to me? 


Treis an unlikely Riddle. 
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Meme Reorhags n 8 
That ſhe who ſhares his poiſonous Blood, ſhall ſhare 
The Pleaſure of his Vengeance, and inure | 
The Woman's Hands and Eyes to Death and Miſchief, 
But thou her Inſtrument, be gone and fay, ws 
The Fate of Princes is not Sport for Girls, | 
Cleo, Some envious Power blaſts my pious Purpoſe, 
And nought but Death remains: O that by that 
I might perſuade him to believe and truſt me; 
ſt, And fly that Fate which with the Morning waits him. 
| | y I bk 14 HEL! [Aſide. 
| I grieve, my Lord, to find your haſSuſpicion * F 
Debars me from preſerving your deaFLife, 
(Which not your own Ameſtris wiſhes more) 
To. morrow's Dawn (Oh! let me yet prevail) 
The cruel Queen reſolves ſhall be your laft. 
Oh fly! Let me conjure you, fave your ſelf. 
May that moſt awful God that here is worſhipp'd 
Deprive me of his chearful Beams for ever; 
Make me the wretched'ſt thing he fees while livi 
And after Death the loweſt of the Damn'd, 
If I have any thought but for your ſafety. 
Artax. No, I have found the Malice of thy Miſtreſs, _ 
Since I refus'd her Love when ſhe was proffer'd i 
By her ambitious Father for my Bride, 
And on a worthier Choice beſtow'd my Heart, 
She vows Revenge on me for lighted _ 
Cleo. My Lord, you do her moſt unmanly wrong, 
She owns the Merit of the fair Ameſtris, 
Nor ever durſt imagine ſhe deſerv'd you. # 
Oh! ſpare that Thought, nor blot her Virgin's Fame. 
Inſilence ſtill ſhe wonder'd at your Vertues, + 
ps. | Bleſs'd you, nor at her own ill Fate repin'd ; 
F | This wounds her moſt, that you ſuſpect unkindly 
ad, RF Th' officious Piety that would have ſav'd yon. 
© Careleſs of an offended Father's Rage; 5 3 
For you alone concern'd, ſhe charg'd me guide you 1 
When Midnight Sleep had clos'd obſerving Eyes, | | 
Safe thro' her Father's with this Ke | 
And if I met with any that durſt bar 
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Your Paſlage forth, ſhe bid me greet him thus? 
9 | [ 8tabs her ſelf. 
Artax, {catching her as ſhe falls) What haſt thou 
done, raſh Boy: 3 wy 
Cleo. Giv'n you the laſt, » 
And only Proof remain'd, that could convince you 


I held your Life much dearer than my own. 


Mem. Horrid Amazement chills m very Veins! 
Cleo. Let me conjure you with my ted Breath, 

Make haſte to ſeize the Means that may preſerve you; 

This Key amidſt the Tumult of this Night [Giving the 


Will open you nap thro' Mirza's Palace. Key. 


May every God aſſiſt and guard your Flight: 
And, Oh ! when all your Hopes of Loye and Glory 


Are crown'd with juſt Succeſs, will you be good, 


And think with Pity on the loſt Cleone. 


Artax.Tenthouſand diſmal Fancies crowd my Thoughts: 


Oh! is it poſſible thou canſt be ſhe, 
Thou moſt unhappy Fair-one ? 

Cleo. Spare my Shame, | 
Nor call the Blood, that flows to give me Peace, 
Back to my dying Cheeks. Can you forget 
Who was my Father ? And remember vs. 
How much I wiſh'd 1 had deſerv'd your Friendſhip? 
Nay, let my Tongue grow bold, and ſay, your Love; 
But *twas not in my Fate. 

Artax. What ſhall 1 ſay, 
To witneſs how my grateful Heart is touch'd ? 
But, Oh! why would'{ thou give this fatal Inftance ? 
Why haſt thou ſtain'd me with thy Virgin Blood ? 
I ſwear, ſweet Saint, for thee I could forgive 
The Malice of thy Father, tho he ſeeks 
My Life and Crown; thy Goodneſs might atone 
Ev'n for a Nation's Sins; look up and live, 
And thou ſhalt ſtill be near me as my Heart. 

Cleo. Oh charming Sounds ! that gently lull my Soul 
To everlaſting Reſt , I ſwear tis more, 
More Joy to die thus bleſs'd than to have liv'd - 
A Monarch's Bride; may every Bleſſing wait you 
In War and Peace, till may you be the greateſt, 


LOU 
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The Favourite of the Gods, and Joy of Menu — 
I faint! Oh! let me lean upon your Arm 


[She dies, 


Altan. Hold up the Light, my Father; Ha + ſhe | 


Swoons ! 
The Iron-hand of Death is on her Beauties, 
And ſee, like Lillies nipp'd with Froſt, they languiſh. 


Mem. My tough old Soldier's Heart melts at the Sight, 


> 


And an unwonted Pity moves my Breaſt. 

IIl-fated Maid, too good for that damn'd Race, 

From which thou drew'ſt thy Being ! Sure the Gods, 

Angry e'er while, will be at length appeas d | 

With this egregious Victim: let us tempt em 

Now while they ſeem to ſmile, 35 
Artax. A Beam of Hope, E * 

Strikes thro* my Soul, like the firſt infant Lig 

That glanc'd upon the Chaos; if we reach | 

The open City, Fate may be ours again: 

But Oh ! whate'er Succeſs or Happineſs 

Attend my Life, ftill fair unhappy Maid, e 

Still ſnall thy Memory be my Grief and Honour. 

On one fix'd Day in each returning Year, . Ea 


| Cypreſs and Myrtle for thy Sake I'll wear, 


Ev'n my Ameſtris thy hard. Fate ſhall moyrn, 7 
And with freſh Roſes crown thy Virgin Urn. 
Till, in Elyſium bleſs'd, thy gentle Shade 


Shall own my Vows of Sorrow jultly paid. [Exeunts 
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WO Eo Le Fo Toro We Fake Fob Fo Fo Fo Ye Fo Lo Ps 
e A. 

SCENE I. Mirza's Palace. 


Enter Mirza, Magas, and Attendants with Lights, 


Mirx. P HO! You o'er-rate the Danger. 
Mag. If I do, Fi 

We err in the Extremes, ſince you eſteem it 
As much too lightly ; think you then tis nothing, 
This horrid Jar of Tumult and Confuſion ? 
Heads white with Years, and vers'd in long Experience, 
Who yet remember all the different Charges 
A rolling Age produces, cannot call | 
To mind one Inſtance dreadful as this Night, 
Infernal Diſcord, hideous to behold, 
Hangs like its evil Genius o'er the City, 
And ſends a Snake to every vulgar Breaſt. 
From ſeveral Quarters the mad Rabble ſwarm, 
Arm'd with the Inſtruments of haſty Rage, 
And in confus'd diſorderly Array 
Moſt formidable march : their differing Clamours, 
Together join'd, compoſe the deafning Sound,; 
Arm ! Arm! they wh Religion is no more, 
Our Gods are lighted, whom if we revenge not, 
War, Peftilence, and Famine will enſue, 

nd univerſal Ruin ſwallows all. | 

Mirx. A Crew of mean unthinking heartleſs Slaves, 
With eaſe ſtirr'd up to Mutiny, and quell'd 
With the ſame eaſe, with like Expi eſſions ſhew 
Their Joy or Anger, both are Noiſe and Tumult. 
Add ftill, when Holidays make Labour ceaſe, 
They meet and ſhout : do theſe deſerye our Fears ? 


; 


Mage | 
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The Ambitious Step-Mother. 75 
Mag. Moſt certainly they may.; if we conſider 

Each Circumſtance of Peril that concurs ; 

Tigranes, With the reſt that *fcap'd the Temple, 

Are mix'd amongſt this Herd, and urge the Wron 
Which with the Gods their Prince and Memnon ſuffer, 
Mirz, Nor need we fear ey'n that, ſafe in the Aid 

And Number of our Friends, who treble theirs + 

For this mad Rout that ham and ſwarm together, 

For want of ſomewhat to employ their, Folly, 

Indulge em in their Fancy for Religion. 

Thou and thy holy Brotherhood of Prieſts, 

Shall in Proceſſion bear the ſacred Fire, 

And all our golden Gods ; let their Friends judge 

If ſtill they look not kindly as of old: 4 

'Tis a moſt apt Amuſement for a Crowd. 

They'll gaze, and gather round the gaudy Shew, _ 

And quite forget the Thoughts of Mutiny. 

A Guard ſhall wait you. 8 
Mag. Why go not you too with us ? 

They hold your Wiſdom in moſt high regard, 

And will be greatly ſway'd by your Perſuaſion, | 

Th' occaſion is well worth your Care and Preſence. 
Mirx. O! you'll not need my Aid: Beſides, my Friend, 

My Hours this Night are deſtin'd to a Task | 

Of more import, than are the Fates of Millions 

Such grovelling Souls as theirs. As yet the Secret 

Is immature, nor worth your preſent Knowledge: 

To-morrow that and all my Breaſt is yours. $2275 


P » 


I muſt not, dare not truſt him with my Weakneſs, ' 
'Twill mark me for his Scorn; tis yet ſome Wiſdom, 
If we muſt needs be Fools, to hide our Folly. [ Aſide. 
Mag. He means the Pris'ners death, let him engroſs 
The People's hate, monopolize Damnation, < 


I will be ſafely ignorant of Miſchief. Ade. 


kl Hereafter, when your Wiſdom ſhall think fit - 


To ſhare thoſe Thoughts, and truſt em with your Friend, 
I ſhall be pleas'd to know; this inftant Hour, 
My Cares are all employ'd on my own Province, 
Which haſtes me hence, e 
Mir x. May all your Gods aſſiſt you. C Exeunt. 
15 D 2 SCENE 
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Are you not dead? Too ſure! That's paſt a doubt; 


The w 


n 
0 An Apartment in Mirza's Palace. 


Ameſ. Will ye not hear, ye ever gracious Gods? 
Since ſure you do not joy in our Misfortunes, 


But only try the Strength of our frail Vertue. 


Are not my Sorrows full ? Can ought be added ? 
My Royal Lord, and Father ! ye dear Names 

In which my all of Happineſs was ſumm'd, 

W hat have the Miniſters of Fate done with you ? 


O Memnon ! Oh my Prince? My Father! Oh my 
Husband ! | TINY Re, PRIDE ee 


Enter Mirza, 


Marz. Such Juno was 2 alone thoſe Tears) 

When, upon Idas Top, ſhe charm'd the God, 

That long had been a Stranger to her Bed; 

Made bim forget the Buſineſs of the World, 

And lay aſide his Providence, t'employ 
hole Divinity upon her Beauty, 

And ſure 'twas worth the while, bad 1 been Joe, 

So had I too been pleas'd to be deceiy'd _ "ARTE 

Into immortal Joys. Oh ceaſe thy Tears! | 

Ameſ. Give em me back, of if the Grave and thou 

Reſtore to none, Oh join my Fate to theirs ; | 

Shut us together in ſome ſilent Vault, 


Where I may ſit and weep till Death's kind Hand 
Shall lay; me gently. by my Lord's dear ſide. 
And huſh my Sorrows. in eternal Slumber. 
Mirz. In pity to your Form aſſuage thoſe Tears, 
Sorrow is Beauty's Bane ; nor let your Breaſt 


Harbour a Fear: I wage not War with fair ones; Ry 
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And Love's gay God fit ſmiling in your Eyes, 


The Ambitious" Step-Mother. _ 54 
But wiſh you would efface thoſe ugly Thoughts, 
That live in your Remembrance to perplex you 
Let ſoy, the Native of your Soul, return, a 
As erſt he did; I wiſh you wondrous well, 
And would ſo fully recompenſe the Loſs ' 
You fondly mourn, that when you count the Gains, 
Your ſelf ſhould own your Fortunes are well chang'd. 
Ameſ. Oh impious Comforter ! talk'ſt thou of Joy, 
When Nature dictates only Death and Horror, 
Is there a God can break the Laws of Fate? 
And give me back the precious Lives I've loft ? 
W hat nam'ſt thou Recompence ? Can ought atone 
For Blood 2 A Father's and a Husband's Blood ? 
Such Comfort brings the hungry midnight Wolf, 
When having ſlain the Shepherd, ſmear'd with Gore, 
He leaps amidſt the helpleſs bleating Flock, | 
Mirz. Away with. this Perverſeneſs of thy Sex, 
Theſe fooliſh Tears, theſe peeviſh Sighs and Sobbings ? 
Look up, be gay, and chear me with thy Beanties, 
And, to thy wiſh I will indulge thy Fancy. 
Not all the imagin'd Splendor of the Gods, | 
Shall match thy Pomp, ſublimely ſhalt thon ine, 
The Boaſt and Glory of our Aſian World ;* 
Nor ſhall one She of all thy towring Ser 
Out-rival thee (thou lovely Fair) in Power, _ 
Oh think on Power, on Power and Place ſupreme, | 
Ameſ. There is but one, one only thing to think on, 
My murder'd Lord, and his dark gaping Gave x 
That waits unclos'd impatient of my coming. 
Mir. Oh liſten, gentle Maid, while I impart © 
A Story of ſuch ſoftneſs to thy Ear, We RD Nt] 
As (like the Halcyon brooding o'er the Waves) 
May with its Influence huſh thy ſtormy Griefs. 
Ameſ. Begone, and if thou bear'ſt one Thought of 
Pity | 
In that Ly Breaſt ; Oh leave me to my ſelf, 
Nor by thy Preſence, hideous to my Soul, 
And horrid Conſolations, ſtrive to add | 
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78 The Ambitious Hep Mother. 


To my full Woes, that ſwell'd without thy help, 
Already rife and bubble o'er the Margin. 
Mirz, What it 1 talk'd of Love? 

Ameſ. Ot Love ! Oh Monſter! £640 
Mirx. If Love be monſtrous, ſo is this fair Frame, 
This beauteous World, this Canopy, the Sky ; | 
That fparkling ſhines with Gems of Light innumerable, 

And ſo art thou and I, fince Love made all 
Who kindly reconcil'd the jarring Atoms 

In friendly League, and bid em be a World. 
Frame not thy lovely Mouth then to blaſpheme 
Thy great Creator, thou art his, and made for 
His more peculiar Service; thy bright Eyes, 
Thy moiſt red Lip, thy riſing ſnowy Boſom, 
Thy every Part was made to furniſh Joy, 

Ev'n to a riotous Exceſs of Happineſs : ; 
Oh give me but to taſte thy bliſsful Charms, 
And take my Wealth, my Honour, Power, take all, 


All, all for Recompence. 


Ameſ. Execrable Wretch ! | 
Thus ! Is it thus thou wouldſt aſſuage my Sorrows ? 
When thy inhuman bloody Cruelty, 5] 

Now with redoubling Pangs cleaves my poor Heart, 
Com'ſt thou beſpotted with the recent Slaughter 

To proffer impious Love ? Accurſed Fiend ! 
Horror and Grief ſhall turn me to a Fury; 


Still with my echoing Cries I will purſue thee, 


And halloo Vengeance in thy guilty Ears ; 

Vengeance for Murder! for my Prince's Murder! 

And for my poor old Father ! Think not Villain, 

Who art the Plague and Scourge of human Kind, 

That there is Peace for thee, whilſt I run mad 

With raging Sorrow; Vengeance, Vengeance waits thee, 

Great as my Woes !———My dear! dear! Ariaxerxes / 
Mirz, I am not lucky at the gloſſing Art 

Of catching Girls with Words, but tis no matter, 

Force is a ſure Reſort 4 and when at laſt 

Fierce as a towring Falcon from her Height, 

I ſtoop to ſtrike ; Prey, it is my Own. Aſide. 


TS 


Obſtinate 


r 


220 


> > & E 6322 


„ WHH 


E, 


able, 


thee, 
xes / 


[des 2 
inate 


rt 


The Ambitions Step- Mother. 79 
Obſtinate Fool, how dar'ft thou croſs my wiſnes:?: 
Since the ſame Hand that has aveng'd me well 
Upon my other Foes commands thy Fate; 
Tho Mercy in Compaſſion of thy Beauty 
Reach out her Hand to fave thee, yet if urg'd, 
Revenge may ſtill take place: think well on that. 
Ameſ. That, that is all the Mercy which 1 ask, 
Indulge thy thirſty Malice in my Blood, 
And haſten me to Peace. My Woman's Heart 
Shall gather all its little Stock of Courage 
To arm me for the Blow. Tho Death be terrible, 
Ghaſtly and pale, yet I will joy to meet him; 
My better Life already is deſtroy'd, 
Imperfect now, and wanting half my ſelf, 
I wander here in yain, and want thy Hand 
To guide and re-unite me to my Lord. * 
Mirz. Alas! thou haſt not read aright thy Deſtiny, 
Matter of much import requires thy Life, 
And till detains thee here: Come, I'll inſtru thee, 
And put thee in the way of Fate's Deſign. | 
| [Laying hold on her. 
Ameſ. Unhand me, Villain! | 
Mirz, Nay, Jon mult not ſtruggle, 
Nor frown, and look askew ; fantaſtick Sex ! 
That put Men on the Drudgery to force you 
To your own Satisfaction. | | 
Ameſ. Let me go., | 
Abhorr'd deteſted Monſter ! Shall he brave you, 
You awful Gods? Shall not your Lightning blaſt him? 
Mirz. Oh no! Your Gods have Pleaſures of their 
own, | 
Some mortal Beauty charms the wanton Jove, 
Within whoſe Arms he revels, nor has leiſure 
To mind thy fooliſh Screaming, 
Ameſ. Hear me now, ſweet Heaven! | 
Save me, ye Gods! Oh ſave me! ſave me! ſave me! 
Mirz. Come, come along! you ſee you ſtriye in vain. 
]Striving with her. 
Ameſ. Is there no hope of Aid from Gods or Men? 
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90 The Ambitious Step-Mother. 
Oh let me turn to thee then, kneel to thee, WINE 
And with my Pray'rs and Tears implore thy Pity. 
. Mirz, Speak, for Enchantment dwells upon thy 
Tongue, Gy | | 
And all the fluttering Spirits in my Blood 
Dance nimbly on to the celeſtial Sound. 


Ameſ. What ſhall I ſay to move him to Compaſſion ? 


Thus groveling, proftrate thus upon the Earth, 
Let me conjure you, ſpare my Virgin-Honour, 
Spare to commit a wrong to you unprofitable, _ 
Yet worſe to me than Torments, Racks, and Death: 
Kill me, the laſt-of my unhappy Race, 
And let old Memnon's Name with me be loft, 
If Death be not enough, let me live wretched, 
Pull off theſe Robes, and clothe me like a Slave, 
Then ſend me out to labour at ſome Village, 
Where 1 may groan beneath a cruel Maſter, 
Be hardly us'd, and want ev'n Food and Raiment, 
Till Cold, and Dirt, and Poverty ſhall change, 
And make me loathſome as my fellow Wretches. 
Oh! Let my Rags claim only this one Privilege, 
To wrap me in the Grave a ſpotleſs Maid. 

Mirz. That Tongue which pleads makes all Intreating 
| vain, 
Thy every Motion, each complaining Accent 
Warms me afreſh, and urges new Deſire; | 
Thou art, thou muſt be mine, nor Heaven, nor Earth, 
Nor the conſpiring Power of Hell Mall fave thee; 
I Jong to loſe my Age in thy Embraces, * 
To bask and wanton in thy warmer Sun, 
Till a new Youth ſhoot thro' me. 

Ameſ. Chaſt Diana 
And thou the Guardian of the Marriage-Bed, 


Getting looſe from him. 


Thou Royal Juno, Oh protect thy Votary, 
Mirx. My jaded Age and weak enervate Limbs 
Falter and ſhrink unequal to their Office. 
J prithee yield, come, yield, and be a Queen! _ 
[ Laying hold on her again. 

Yield, 


\ 


m 


ing 


Yield, and be any thing! I cannot bear 
Theſe fierce convulſi ve Starts, this raging Flame 
That drinks my Blood. 

Ameſ. Oh never, never, never! | 
A Cauſe like this will turn me to a Fighter, 
To my laſt Gaſp, to Death I will reſiſt. 


Mirz. My coward Strength, doſt thou go back from 


Beauty ? 
Rouze, and deſerye the Pleaſure thou wouldſt taſte. 
Ameſ. Unmanly Traitor! ſeize him all ye Fiend» 


In the Struggle ſhe draws his own Poniard, and ſtabs him. 


Mirza falling.) Damnation! Oh my Heart! the curſed 
Steel e 

Has ſtruck me to the Earth. 

Ameſ. There ſink for ever! . 
Nor riſe again to plague the wretched World. 

Mirz, My heated Blood ebbs out, and now too late 
My cooler Reaſon bids me curſe my Folly; 
Oh Idiot, Idiot! to be caught ſo poorly; 
Where are thy fine Arts now? Unravel'd all, 
Mangl'd and cut to pieces by a Girl! 


Oh Shame of Wiſdom! When Revenge was ſure, 


And Fate was in my Graſp, to loſe it all, 
Neglect the noble Game, run out my Years, 
On the purſuit of Joys I could not taſte pred 
My Memory muſt be the Jeſt of Boys. J 
Ameſ. My boaſted Courage ſinks at ſight of Blood, _ 
[ Letting fall the Poniard. 
Tho juſtly ſhed, and I grow ſtiff with Horror. 5 
Mirza attempting to riſe, falls again. 
Mirz, It wont be! Life guſhes out amain, | 
And J ſhall die without Revenge or Aid; 


3 What Noiſe is that? without there, Help! 


[Trampling without. 


Amef. Oh Heavens! 
What will become of me ? 


Ds Later 
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82 The Ambitious Step. Mother. 


Emer Orchanes haſtily. 
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Orch. My Lord ! Where are you ? | 
* and on the Ground! What wretched Acci- 
et. 
Then Fate reſolves to make this Night compleat, 
4 Such as ſucceeding Horrors ne'er ſhall match. 
Mirz. Oh my Orchanes! I am fall'n vilely, 
And this laſt part of Life will ſully all 
The Wiſdom and Renown of what is paſt. 
Methought thou talk'dſt of Horrors, ſpeak em boldly, 
And 2 if ought can add to this Confuſion. | 
Orch. 
dom, 
Your utmoſt Conſtancy of Soul to hear. 
Mirz. No more! I cannot wait thy Preparation, 
Let the ill Fortune take me as it finds me. 


Mirz. My Daughter! 
Thy Words have met with an unguarded Side, 
And pierce ev'n thro! my Soul. Say, How? Where ? 
Tell me ! | 
Orch. As with a Guard I kept the Temple-Gates, 
I heard old Memnon and the Pris'ner Prince 
Lond as the roaring Ocean in a Storm, | 
Echoing their Rage thro? the vaſt ſounding Dome; 
When on a ſudden, ere the Night had gain'd 
Four Hgurs at moſt, the Noiſe was huſh'd in Silence. 
Wond'ring, and curious of the Cauſe, I enter'd, 
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_— And found, Oh Grief to Sight! your lovely Daughter 
_— Dreſs'd like a Boy, then warm, and newly dead, 
_ One Wound was on her Breaſt. Why ſhe was there, 
_— Or how we know not; to compleat the Ill, 
_ The Pris'ners both are fled. | 
—_— -  Mirz. Pled ! 'tis impoſſible. 
_ „Ha! which way ? whither? how? they could not fly! 
=_ jj Ameſ. O wondrous Turn of Joy ! Are they not dead 
| _ 1 | rs 
_ CITE? | Orch. 


Prepare, my Lord, and ſummon all your Wil. t 


Orch. Then hear it thus; your Daughter's dead 5 
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Orch. They could not ſcape the Guards; no other 

Paſſage SEE EH, | ; 

Remain'd but yours, and ev'n that was faſt. 
Upon the inſtant I beſet each Avenue 


Which to your Palace leads; happily as yet 


They are not paſs'd from thence. 
Ameſ. Guard em ye Gods! 
Mirx. Find em again, Orchanes, ere I die, 
Or I am more than double damn'd; this Loſs, . _ 
Is worſe than mine, worſe than my Daughter's death, 
'Tis death of my Revenge. Malicious Fortune! 
She took the Moment when my Wiſdom nodded, 
And ruin'd me at once.. O doating Fool ! 
Thou Fool of Love, and of pernicious Woman! 
I ſicken ; Nature fails me: Oh Revenge! 
Will not thy Cordial keep back flying Life ? 
It ſhall! Orchanes drag that Trait'reſs to me. 
Ameſ. Oh if thou art a Man, I charge thee looſe me, 


And ſcorn his bidding, ſcorn to be his Slave, 


A Devil's Drudge in Miſchief, Save me from Death, 


Have pity on my Youth, Oh ſpare my Youth ! 


Orchanes pulls Ameſtris down to Mirza, 


Mirx. Hearken not to her; drag her, pull her down! 

Shall Memnon boaſt of thee, ahi I die Childleſs ? 

No, to Cleone's, Ghoſt thou art a Victim. | 

Oh could 1 but have ſeen thee with thoſe Eyes 

I view thee now, 1 had been wiſe and ſafe; | 

That Face ſhall make no more Fools in this World, 

Down ! bear thy fatal Beauties down to Hell, 

And try if thou. canſt charm amongſt the Dead, _ 

Die Witch! Enchantreſs die! [He ſtabs her, 

Ameſ. Ah! Mercy Heavens a, 

Mirz. Ithank thee, Hand, at leaſt for this laſt Service. 

Now fly Orchanes, haſte and tell the Queen, 

My lateſt Breath ſtays for her——Something I would . 
; OT : _ .._ _ [Fxit Orchanes. 

Important to her Service I breathe hort, 
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$4 The Ambitious Step-Mother. 

Lite ſtays in pain, and ſtruggles to be gone, 

I ftrive in vain to hold it Ha! what mean. 

Theſe fleeting Shades that dance before my Sight? 

'Tis Death, I feel it plain; the dreadful Change | 

That Nature ſtarts at. Death! —— Death ! === What 
is Death ? | Et; 


= NR vaſt Diſquiſition, Prieſts and Scholars 


Enquire whole Ages, and are yet in doubt. 
My Head turns round ! 
That pleaſes me about it. 


I cannot form one Thought 
Dying — muſt reſolve me. 
a | [ Mirza dies. 
Aameſ Oh my hard Fortune! Muſt I die ? die now? 
When Artaxerxes calls and bids me live. 
His dear lov'd Image ſtays my parting Soul, 
And makes it linger in its ruin'd Houle, 
Ha! ſure he's dead! "tis ſo, and now he ſtands 

| [I Looking on Mirza. 
Arraign'd before the dread impartial Judges, 
To anſwer to a long Account of Crimes; 
Had I but ſtrengh, perhaps my Fate may yet [ Riſing. 
Find out a way to ſave me. | 
My Love and Father make Life worth my Care, 
Alas! My Blood flows faſt ; this way 1 think. 


[ Goes off faintly. 


Enter "at the other ſide Artaxerxes and Memnon, with 
a Sword and Daik-Lanthorn, 


2 „ 
* ys ALS 
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Mem. Ha! here are Lights, hold up thy Weapon, 
Son. | 
Artax, And ſee Blood, and a Body on the Floor : 


What means this Scene of Death? What Wretch art 


thon ? - 
Oh all ye juſter Powers! 'tis Mirza, ſee, 
He ſeems now dead. 
Mem. Damnation then is now to him, - 
And if there be one deeper Pit of Sepulchre, 
One Plague above the reſt in thoſe dark Regions, . 
* 7 
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He as the molt abandon'd Dog may claim „ 
And v vie for Preference with Devils ae bud 


91 LOA 
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RL Ameſtris, Z 


Auf The Doors are guarded, Fate has bed me 
round. 
Artax. Ha! art thou my Ameſtris? 
Mem. Oh my Daughter ! © [They run to 15 
Ameſ. Are ye then come at laſt to bleſs my Blk 
Which could not cloſe without one parting VR, 3 
Oh hold me, or I link !J—— 1 
Mem. Alas ! my Child | 
Artax. My cruel Fair, why art thou pale and faint; 
Ha, whence this Blood? Oh killing SpeRtacle ! 
Ameſ. Forth from my Heart the crimſon River flows,. 
My laviſh Heart that haſtily conſumes _ 
Its ſmall Remain of Life: Oh lay me gently _ 
On my laſt Bed the Earth, whoſe cold hard Boſom 
Mutt ſhortly be the Place of my long Reſt. _ 
Mem. What have we done? or, Oh! if we have 
ſinn'd, 
What has thy Innocence done to merit this ! 
Ameſ. That Villain Mirza 
Mem. Ha! Say, what of him? 5 
Aneſ. Offer'd moſt brutal Outrage to my Honour. 
Artax. Oh ye eternal Rulers of the World, 
Could you look on unmov'd? But ſay, inſtruct me, 
That I might how before the God that ſav'd thee. - 
Ameſ. Sure 'twas ſome chaſter Power that made me 
bold, 
And taught my trembling Hand to find the way 
With BY. own Poniard to the Villain's Heart. 
Mem. Thou art my Daughter ſtill! Oh noble Kaon 
That gives in Death an interval of Joy. | 
Ameſ. Juſt in that Hour of Fate a Villain enter d, 
By whoſe Aſſiſtance the revengeful Miræa 
Forc'd me to ſhare Death with him. 292 
tax. Tis paſt, tis paſt; [Lying 1 


86 The Ambitious Step-Mother. 
And all thoſe Fires that lighted-up my Soul, 
Glory and bright Ambition languiſh now, 
_ And leave me dark and gloomy as the Graye, 
Oh thou ſoft dying Sweetneſs! Shall I rage 
And curſe my ſelf? Curſe ev'n the Gods? Oh no; 
I am the Slave of Fate, and bow beneath 
The Load that preſſes me ; am ſunk to Earth, 
And ne'er ſhall riſe again: here will I ſit, 
And gaze till I am nothing. 5 
Ame Alas! my Lord, 
Fain would I ſtrive to bid you not be ſad, 
, Fain would 1 chear your Grief, but 'tis in vain : 
I know by my own Heart it is impoſlible; 
For we have lov'd too well. Oh mournful Nuptials! 
Are theſe the Joys of Brides? Indeed 'tis hard, 
'Tis very hard to part; I cannot leave you, 
The agonizing Thought diſtracts me; hold me, 
Oh hold me fal, Death ſhall not tear me from you. 
Artax. Oh could my Arms fence thee from Deſtiny, 
The Gods might launch their Thunder on my Head, 
Plague me with. Woes treble to what J feel: | 
Wih Joy I would endure it all to fave thee. 
What ſhall I fay ? What ſhall I do to fave thee ? 
Grief ſhakes my Frame, it melts my very Tem per; 
My manly Conſtancy and Royal Courage 
Run guſhing thro* my Eyes: Oh wa Ameſtris! _ 
— © Ameſ. And ſee my Father! his white Beard is wet 
With the fad Dew. | | 
Mem. I try'd to man my Heart, | 
But could not ftand the Buffet of this Tempeſt, 
It tears me up——My Child! Ha! art thou dying? 
Ameſ. Indeed I am very ſick, Oh hold me up! 1 
My Pain increaſes, and a cold damp Dew þ 4 
Hangs on my Face. Is there no Help? no Eaſe? fo 
Havel your Arm, my Love? 4 | 
Artax. Thou haſt my Heart. 4 
Doſt thou yet hold? _. WED i 
Ameſ Say, will you not forget me, | 
When 1 am laid to moulder in the Tombꝰ 
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The Ambitious Step-Mother, 87 
is ſure you will not, till there will be room 
For my Remembrance in your noble Heart; ö 
I know you lov'd me truly ! Now !. I faint! 
Oh ſhield me, ſhield me from that ugly Fantom, 
The Cave of Death! how dark and deep it is 
I tremble at the Sight tis hideous Horror. 
The Gloom grows o'er me Let me not lie there. 
_* __* ** | Ameſeris dies. 
Artax, There Life gave way, and the laſt roſy Breath 
Went in that Sigh. Death, like a brutal Victor, 
Already enter'd, with rude baſte defaces 
The lovely Frame he as maſter'd ; ſee how foon 
Theſe ſtarry Eyes have loſt their Light and Luſtre ! 
Stay, let me cloſe their Lids, Now for the reſt; 
Old Memnon ! Ha! Grief has transfix'd his Brain, 
And he perceives me not! Now what of thee ? 
Ton thou to live, thou Wretch? Think not of any 
thing; | | 
Thought i Damnation, 'tis the Plague of Devils 


To think on what they are. And ſee, this Weapon 


Shall ſhield me from it, plunge me in Forgetfulneſs, 
Ere the dire Scorpion, Thought, can rouze to ſting me. 
Lend me thy Boſom, my cold Bride: III Fortune 
[Lying by her, 
Has done its worſt, and we ſhall part no more; 
Wait for me, gentle Spirit, ſince the Stars Es 
Together mult receive us! [Stabs himſelf. } Oh well 
__aim'd! 
How fooliſh is the Coward's Fear of Death! 
Of Death, the gentleſt...ſureſt way to Peace. 
| [Artax. dies. 
[Memnon ſtands looking on the Bodies ſome time, 
and then ſpeaks, | l 
Mem. Yet will! gaze! Yet! Tho my Eyes grow tiff, 
And turn to Steel or Marble: Here's a Sight + 


To bleſs a Father! Theſe ! Theſe were your Gifts, 2 
e bounteous Gods ! You'll ſpare my Thanks for them. 


> * 


You gave me Being too, and ſpurn me out 
To hoary Wretehedneſs; away, twas Cruelty : 5 


, 


88 The Ambitious Step-Mother. 
Oh curſed, curſed, curſed fourſcore Years, 
Ye Heap of IIls, ye monſtreus Pile of Plagues ! 
Sure they lov'd well, the very Streams of Blood, 
| That flow from their pale Boſoms, meet and mingle. 
[f Stay, let me view em better — Nay, 'tis thus 
Ii! If thou art like thy Mother She dy'd too 
| Where is ſhe ? Ha ! that Dog, that Villain Mirza ! 
He bears her from me: Shall we not purſue é 
The Whirl of Battel comes acroſs me, fly! 

Be gone! They ſhall not, dare not brave me thus! 
Hey, tis a glorious Sound! ruſh on, my Prince, 
We'll ſtart, and reach the Goal of Fate at once. 


[Runs off. 


Enter, on the other fide, Queen, and Attendants, 
with Lights. 


Su. Why am I ſummon'd with this Call of Death? 
This is no common Ruin; Artaxerxes!“ Ys 
And Memnon's Daughter! Mirza, thou art fallen 
In pompous Slaughter: Could not all thy Arts, 

That dole'd about Deſtruction to our Enemies, 
Guard thy own Life from Fate? Vain Boaſt of Wiſdom, 
That with fantaſtick Pride, like buſy Children, 
Builds Paper Towns and Houſes, which at once 
The Hand of Chance o'erturns and loofly ſcatters. 
1 Att. Oh diſmal Sight! [ Looking out. 
Qz. What is it frights thy Eyes ? 
r Att. Old Memnon's Body, 
Qs. Tis a grateful Horror, 

1 Att. Upon the Floor the batter'd Carcaſe lies 
Weltring in Gore, whilſt on the marble Wall 
A dreadful Maſs of Brains, grey Hair, and Blood _ 

Is ſmear'd in hideous Mixture, 

Qs. Fierce Deſpair | | 

Has forc'd a way for the impetuous Soul, 

'Tis well, he is in peace hat means this Tumult? 

| | [Shout, claſhing of Swords. 


_ Enter 


% 


The Ambitious Step. Mother” 89 
Ener an Officer, bis Sword d ratun. | 


offi. Fly, Madam, leſt your Perſon be not ſafe ; 


The Traitor Bagoas, to whoſe Charge you truſted 


The Prince your Son, has drawn the Guards to join him; 

And now aſſiſted by the furious Rabble. d 

On every ſide they charge thoſe few who keep 

This Place and the Temple, with loud Out-cries, 

Proclaiming that they mean to free the Pris*nets. 

Orchanes, e're 1 fled to give you notice, 

Fell by the Prince's vel; ; the raging Torrent 

Bore down our weak Reſiſtance, and purſuing 

With furious Haſte, ev'n trod upon my Flight: 

This Inſtant brings em here. | | 

Qu. Let em come on, 

I cannot fear; this Storm is rais'd too late, 

I ſtand ſecur'd of all I wiſh already. 9 3 
1 and Claſbig of Swords again. 


Enter Artaban, Cleanthes, and Attendants, their be | 
Swords drawn. 3 


ES 


Artab. Then Vertue is in vain, fince baſe Deceit 
And Treachery have triumph'd o'er the Mighty, 
Oh Nature! let me turn my Eyes away 
Left 1 am blaſted by a Mother's fight rt. 

. Ungrateful Rebel! Do thy impious Arms 
Purſue me for my too indulgent Fondneſs —_ 
And Care for thee ? | | | 

Artab, Well has that Care been ſhewn ; 
Have you not foully ſtain'd my ſacred Fame? 
Look on that Scene of Blood; the dire Effects 
Of cruel Female Arts. But oh what Recompence ! 
W hat can you give me for my murder'd Love? .. 
Has not the Labyrinth of your fatal Counſels 
Involv'd my fair, my lovely, loft clone 
By our bright Gods I ſwear 1 will aflert : * 
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s The Ambitious Step-Mother. 
The Majeſty of Manly Government, 


Nor wear again your Chains: Still as our Mother 


Be honour'd ; rule amongſt your Maids and Eunuchs, 
Nor mingle in our State, where mad Confuſion 


- Shakes the whole Frame, to boaſt a Woman's Cunning, 


Q. Thou talk'ſt as if thy infant Hand could graſp, 
Guide, and command the Fortune of the World; | 
But thou art young in Power. Remember, Boy, 

Thy Father, once the Hero of his Age, 

Was proud to be the Subject of my Sway; 

The Warrior to the Woman's Wit gave way, 

And found it was his Intereſt to obey. 

And doſt thou hope to ſhake off my Command ? 
Doſt thou ? the Creature of my forming Hand. 

When I aſſert the Power thou dar'ſt invade, 

Like Heaven, I will reſolve to be obey'd, | 

And rule or ruin that which once 1 made. 


[Exit Queen and Attendants. 


Artab. Let a Guard wait the Queen: Tho Nature 


lead 
For 3 to her Perſon, jealous Power 
Muſt watch her ſubtle and ambitious Wit. 
Haſt thou ſecur'd the impious Prieſt, Cleant bes? 
Magas, that Wretch that proſtitutes our Gods. 
Clean. Already he has met the Fate he merited; 
This Night the Hypocrite-in grand Proceſſion 
March'd thro' the City to appeaſe the People, 
And bore the Gods along to aid his Purpoſe: 
When on a ſudden, like a Hurricane, 
That ſtarts at once, and ruffles all the Ocean, 
Some Fury more than mortal ſeiz'd the Crowd ; 
At once they ruſh'd, at once they cry'd Revenge ; 
Then ſnat ch'd, and tore the trembling Prieſt to pieces. 
What was moſt ſtrange, no Injury was offer'd 
To any of the Regs 6 beſide, _ 
But all their Rage was ended in his Death: 
Like formal Juſtice that ſeverely ſtrikes, 
And in an inſtant is ſerene and calm. ads ef 
. Artab, Oh my Cleanthes, do but caſt thy * ; 
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Back on the recent Story of this Night; wo 
And thou with me wilt wonder, and confeſs | | 


is, The Gods are great and juſt; Well have you mark'd, 
Y Celeſtial Powers, your righteous Deteſtation 
ning. Of Sacrilege, of baſe and bloody Treachery. 

raſp, May this Example guide my future Sway; 


Let Honour, Truth and Juſtice crown my Reign, 
Ne'er let my Kingly Word be given in yain, 
But ever ſacred with my Foes remain. | 

| On theſe Foundations ſhall my Empire ftand, _ ©}. 
The Gods ſhall vindicate my juſt Command, : 
And guard that Power they truſted to my Hand. 
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W ILLIA A. 


LoRD MAaRrquiss of 


Hartington, 
Now Duke of Devonſhire.) 
RD, 


ERM Body is now fo fult. 
of Buſineſs, that things of this 
kind, which are generally taken 
for the Entertainment of lei- 
” ſure Hours only, look like Im- 
pertinence and Interruption. I am ſure it 
is a Reaſon N I ought to beg Vour 
Lordſhip's Pardon, for troubling Yow 
with this Tragedy; Not but that Poetr 
has always been, and will till be the En- 
tertainment of all wiſe Men, that have: 
any Delicacy in their Knowledge z Yet 
at ſo critical a Juncture as this is, I muſt: 
S "> 5 con 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


confeſs I think Your Lordſhip ought to 
give intirely into thoſe Publick Affairs, 


which at this time ſeem to Demand You. 
It is that happy Turn which Your Lord- 


ſhip has to Buſineſs, that right Under- 
ſtanding of Your Country's Intereſt, and 
that conftant Zeal to purſue it, that juſt 


Thinking, that ſtrong and perſuaſive Elo- 


cution, that firm and generous Reſolution, 
which upon all Occaſions You have ſhewn 
in Parliaments; and to add, that which is 
the crowning good Quality, Your Lord- 
ſhip's continual Adherence and Unſhaken 


Loyalty to His preſent Majeſty, which 
make You at this Time ſo neceſſary to the 
Publick. I muſt confeſs, (tho' there is no 


part in Your Lordſhip's Character, but what 


the World ſhould be fond of) I cannot help 


Diſtinguiſhing the laſt Inſtance very parti- 
cularly : It is doing (methinks) ſuch a Juſtice 
to Goodneſs, to Greatneſs, and to Right Rea - 
ſon, that Poſterity will believe there could 


be no Man of good Senſe, but what muſt 


have agreed with Your Lordſhip in it. 
W henthe next Age ſhall Read the Hiſtory 


of this, What Excuſe can they make for 


thoſe who did not Admire a Prince whoſe 
Life has been a Series of good Offices done 


to Mankind? When they ſhall reckon up 
his Labours from the Battle of Sexeff, to 


ſome Glorious Action, which ſhall be his 


Laſt 


Dil Dedicutory. 
Laſt (and which 1 therefore hope is very 
far remov'd from the Preſent Time) Win 
they ever believe that he could have been 
too well lov'd, or too faithfully fery'd and 
defended? The Great Things which he did 
before we had that immediate Intereſt in him, 
which we now happily have, is a noble and 
juſt Subject for Panegyrick; but as Benefits 
done to Others, can never touch us ſo ſen- 
ſibly as thoſe we receive our ſelves, tho“ 
the Actions may be equally great; ſo, me- 
thinks, I can hardly have Patience to run 
back to his having ſav'd his own Country, 
when I conſider he has fince done the fame 
for Us; Let that be ſufficient to Us, for all 
we can ſay of him, or do for him. What 
Dangers and Difficulties has he not ſtruggled 
through, for the Honour and Safety of 
theſe Kingdoms? Tis a common Praiſe, 
and what every one ſpeaks, r6 ſay, He has 
continually expos'd his Life for his People; 
but there are ſome Things more particular 
in his Character, ſome Things rarely found - 
amongſt the Policies of Princes; a Zealfor 
4% Os moderated by Reaſon, without 
the Rage and Fire of Perſecution ; a cha- 
ritable Compaſſion for thoſe who cannot 
be convinc'd, and an unalterable Perſeve= 
rance in thoſe Principles of whoſe 'Fruth 
he is ſatisfy*d a deſire of War for the ſake 
of Peace; and of Peace for the Good and 
4 Honour 
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Epifile Dedicatory. 
Honour of his Subjects equally with his 


own; a pious Care for compoſing Factions, 


tho to foment them might make him Ar- 
bitrary; and a generous Ambition that on- 
ly aims at Pow'r, to enable him to do good 
to all the reſt of the World. I might add 
here, that Inviolable and Religious Obſer- 
vance of his Royal Word, which the beſt 
part of the Pow'rs of Europe have ſo frequent- 
ly and fo happily, for themſelves, depend- 
ed upon in the greateſt Emergencies. But as 
this Virtue is generally reckon'd as no more 
than that common Honeſty, which the 
meaneſt Man would bluſh to be without, 
fo it can hardly claim a Place amongſt rhe 
more particular Excellencies of a Great 
Prince. Ir were to be wiſh'd, indeed, thar 
the World were Honeſt to ſuch a degree, 
and that there were not that ſcandalous de- 
fe&t of common Morality. Certainly no- 
thing can be more ſhocking to Humanity, 
to the Peace and Order of the World; no- 
thing can approach nearer to thar ſavage 
State of Nature, in which every Man is to 
eat his Fellow if he can maſter him, than 
an avow'd Liberty of breaking thro? all the 
moſt ſolemn Engagements of publick Faith. 
Tis ſomething that brands a Man with an 
Infamy, which nothing can extenuate or 
wipe out; he may proteſt and pretend to 
explain his Meaning, but the World has 
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generally too much Indignation for the Af 
front, to bear it at that eaſie rate. Mini- 
ſters and Secretaries of State, may diſplay 
their own Parts in Memorials, with as much 
Pomp and Flouriſh as they pleaſe: I fancy 
the common Anſwer upon ſuch Occaſions: 
will always be, You have deceiv'd us groſ- 
ly, and we neither can nor will truſt you 
any more. When this Vice comes amongſt 
Men of the firſt Rank, it is the more ſhock=- =: 
ing, and I could wiſh there were none ſuch * 
to whoſe Charge it might be laid. 

Some People (who do me a very great How 
nour in it) have fancy'd, that in the Per- 
ſon of Tamerlane I have alluded to the great- 
eſt Character of the preſent Age. I don't 
know, whether I ought not to apprehend 
a great deal of Danger from avowing a De- 
ſign like that. It may be a Task indeed 
worthy the geateſt Genius, which this, 
or any other Time has produc'd But 
therefore I ought not to ſtand the ſhock of 
a Parallel, leſt it ſhould be ſeen, to my 

_ Diſadvantage, how far the Hero has tranſ- 
cended the Poet's Thought. There are many” 
Features, tis true, in that Great Mans 
Life, not unlike his Majeſty : His Cou- 
rage, his Piety, his Moderation, his Juſtice, 
and his Fatherly Love of his People, bur 
above all, his Hate of Tyranny: and Op- 
preſſion, and his zealous Care for the com- 
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Epiſtle Dedicatory. | 
mon Good of Mankind, carry a large Re- 
ſemblance of Him : Several Incidents are 
alike in their Stories; and there wants no- 
thing to his Majeſty but ſuch a deciding | 
Victory, as that by which Tamerlane gave 
Peace ro the World. That is yet to come; 
bur I hope we may reaſonably expect it 
from the Unanimity of the preſent Parli- 
amen”, and ſo formidable a cs as that 
Unanimity will give Life and Vigour to. 
If Your Lordſhip can find any Thing in 
this Poem like a Prince, who is ſo juſtly 
the Object of Your Lordſhip's, and indeed 
of the World's Veneration, | perſuade my 
ſelf it will prevail with You to forgive e- 
very thing elſe that You find amiſs. You 
will Sts the Faults in Writing, for the 
Goodneſs of the Intention. I hope too, 
Your Lordſhip will not be diſpleas'd, that 
I take this Opportunity of renewing the 
Honour which | formerly had, ro be known 
to Your Lordſhip, and which gives me at 
once the Pleaſure of exprefling thoſe Juſt 
and Dutiful Sentiments I have for his Ma- 
jeſty, and that ſtrong Inclination which I 

ave always had to be thought, 


My Lor 4. 9 2 8 | 
Tour Lordſhip's moſt Obedient 
| Humble Servant, 


N. ROWE. 


. - Spoke by Mr. BeTTERTON, 


Have laſted longer, or have higher flown, 
Than thoſe that tell the Fame by ancient Heroes won. 
With Pleaſure Rome, and Great Auguſtus, heard 
Arms and the Man ſung by the Mantuan Bard; 

In ſpight of Time, the ſacred Story lives, 

And Cæſar and his Empire ftill ſurvives. 

Like him, (tho much unequal to his Flame) 

Our Author makes a pious Prince his Theme. Cs 
High with the foremoſt Names in Arms be flood, 8 


** 


Had fought. and ſuffer d for his Country's Good, 
Yet ſought not * — "le in Fields of Blood. 
Saſe under him his happy People ſate, 

And griev d at diſtance for their Neighbours Fate. 
Whilſt with Succeſs, a Turkiſh Monarch Crown d, 
Like ſpreading Flame deform'd the Nations round; 
With Sword and Fire he forc'd his impious way 

To Lawleſs Pow'r, and Univerſal Sway: 


Others ſor Gold their Liberties reſign, 

And venal Princes fold their Right Divine. 

Till Heav'n, the growing Evil to redreſs, 

Sent Tamerlane to give the World a Peace. 

The Hero rout'd, aſſerts the Glorious Caufe, 

And to the Field the cheerful Soldier draws : 

Around in Crowds his valiant Leaders wait, 

Anxious for Glory, and ſecure of Fate; 

Mell pleas'd. once more to venture on his ſide, 

And prove that Faith again which had ſo oft been try d. 

The peaceful Fathers, who in Senates meet, | 

Approve an Enterprize ſo Fuſt, ſo Great 

While with their Prince's Arms, their Voice thus join d, 

Gains half the Praiſe of having ſav d Mankind. =, 
Ev'n in 4 Circle, where, like this, the Fair 

Were met, the bright Aſſembly did declare 

Their Houſe with ene Conſent were for the War, 


Some abjett States for Fear the _ join; 7 | 


F all the Muſes variou: Labours, none 8 | 
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and never ſpare a Man who broke his Word. 
Thus fir'd, the Brave on to the Danger preſs. 


Zach ung d her Lover to unſheath his Sword; 


Their Arms were crown'd Abroad with juſt Succeſs, 
And bleft at Home with Beauty and with Peace. % 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Tamenlane. Mr. Betterton. 
Bajazet, Emperor of the Turks, Mr. Verbruggem 
 Lxalla, an Italian Prince, General 2. 8 3 

and Favourite of Tamerlane, | e £ 
NManeſes, a Grecian, Prince, and a 7 Mr. Powell. 


Chriſtian, 
1 Friend, Mr. Pack. 

ince of Tanais Kinſman and | 

General to Tamerlane b Mr. Fieldbewſe,. | 
Omar, a Tartar. General, Mr. Freeman. a 
Mirvan. 8 Generals to I. Y Mr. Cory. 
Haly. Favourite Eunuch to Bajaxet, Mr. Baily. 
A Turkiſh-Deryiſe, Mr. Arnold. 

WOMEN. 

Arpaſia, 2 Grecian Princeſs, Mrs. Barry. 
Selima, Daughter of Bajaxet, Mrs. Bracegirdlei f 
Parthian and Tartar Soldiers. 4 . 
Mutes belonging to Bajaxet. N 
Other Attendants, - | 


SCENE, Tamerlane's Camp, near 
Angoria: in Galatia.. | 
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 "ACT.L SCENE-E nn 
8 CEN E before Tamerlane's Tent. 
Euter the Prince of Tanais, Zama and Mirvans 


Prince of TAN AIS. 


AIL to the Sun! from whoſe returning 
8 Light | 
The — Soldier's Arms new Luſtre: 
take, 
| = To deck the Pomp of Battle. Oh, m- 
ö — Friends! | 
1 Was ever ſuch a glorious Face of War? 
See, from this height! howy all Galatia's Plains 
With Nations numberleſs are cover'd o er; 
Who, like a Deluge, hide the Face of Earth, 
And leave no Object in the vaſt Horizon,, | 
But plitt'ring Arms, and Skies, "oy 
Zam. Our Aſian World 3 
From this important Day expects a Lord, 
This Day they hope an end of all their Woeg;. 
Of Tyranny, of Bondage, and Oppreſſion, 
From our Victorious Emp'ror, Tamerlane,. 


„% # —— ¼ B88 


B-: ew__ ___ 


8 f 


6 EOS Jln = MPI) ů 


* TAMERLANE © 


Mir. Well has our Holy Alba mark'd him out 
The Scourge of lawleſs Pride, and dire Ambition 
The great Avenger of the groaning World. 
Well has he worn the ſacred Cauſe of Juſtice 
Upon his proſp'rous Sword: approving Heavin 
Still crown'd the Righteous Warrior with Succeſsz 
As if he (iid, Go forth, and be my Champion, 
Thou moſt like me of all my Works below. 
Pr. No luſt of Rule, the common Vice of Kings; 


No furious Teal inſpir'd by hor-brain'd Prieſts, 
Il hid beneath Religion's ſpecious Name, 


E'er drew his temp'rate Courage to the Field: 


Bur to redreſs an injur'd People's Wrongs, | 


To fave the weak One from the ſtrong Oppre ſſor, 

Is all his end of War ; and when be draws ; 

The Sword to puniſh, like relenting Heay'n, 

He ſeems unwilling to deface his Kind. | 
Mir. So rich his Soul in every virtuous Grace, 

Thar, had not Nature made him Great by Birth; 

Yet all the Brave had ſought him for their Friend: 

The Chriſtian Prince Axalla, nicely bred 

In poliſh'd Arts of European Courts, 

For him forſakes his native Italy, _ 

And lives a happy Exile in his Service. 

Pr. Pleas'd with the gentle Manners of that Prince; 
Our mighty Lord is laviſh to his Friendſhip ; 

Tho' Omar, and the Tartar Lords repine, 
And loudly tax their Monarch as too partial. 

Zam. Eer the mid Hour of Night, from Tent to Tent, 
Unweary d, thro the num'rous Hoſt he paſt, 
Viewing with careful Eyes each ſev'ral Quarter; 
Whilft from his Looks, as from Divinity, 
The Soldiers took preſage, and cry'd, Lead on; 
Great Alha, and our Emperor, Lead on, 
To Victory, and Everlaſting Fame. 

Mir, Hear you of Bajazet? 

Fr. Late in the Evening 


@ TAMERLANE. 3 
A Slave, of near Attendance on his Perſon, ee 
'Scap'd to our Camp: from him we learn'd, the Tyran 
With Rage redoubled, for the Fight prepares; 3 
Some accidental Paſſion fires his Breaſt, 
(Love, as tis thought, for a fair Grecian Captive) 
And adds new Horror to his native Fury: 
For five returning Suns, ſcarce was he ſeen 
By any the moſt favour'd of his Court, 
But in laſcivious Eaſe, among his Women, 
Liv'd from the War retir'd; or elſe, alone 
In ſullen mood fat meditating Plagues, | 
And Ruin to the World, till yeſter Morn, * 
Like Fire that lab ring upwords rends the Earth, 
a He burſt with Fury from his Tent, commanding 
All ſhould be ready for the Fight, this Day. 
Zam. I know his Temper well, fince, in his Court 
Companion of the brave Axalla's Embaſſy, 
I oft obſerv'd him Proud, Impatient 
Of ought Superiour, ev'n of Heay'n, that made him. 
Fond of falſe Glory, of the ſavage Pow'r 
Ot ruling witheut Reaſon, of confounding 
E and Unjuſt, by an Unbounded Will; 
y whom Religion, Honour, all the Bands 
That ought to hold the jarring World in Peace, 
Were held the Tricks of State, Snares of wiſe Princes 
To draw their eaſie Neighbours to Deſtruction. . 
Mir. Thrice, by our Law and Prophet, has he ſworng 
By the World's Lord, and Maker, laſting Peace 5 
Wich our great Maſter, and his Royal Friend 
The Grecian Emperor; as oft regard cſs 
Of plighted Faith, with moſt Un- Kingly Baſeneſs, 
H' has ta en th' Advantage of their abſent Arms, 
Without 4 War proclaim'd, or Cauſe pretended, 
To waſte with Sword and Fire their fruitful Fields: 
Like ſome accurſed Fiend, who ſcap'd from Hell, 
Poiſons the balmy Air thro' which be flies, 
He blaſts the bearded Corn, and loaded Branches, 


The 
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& he lab'ring Hiod's beſt Hopes, and marks bis way with ruim 
Pr. But ſee! his Fate, the mighty Tamerlane 
Comes like the Proxy of enquiring Heav'n, * | 
To Judge, and to Redreſs. [ Flouriſh of Trumpets. 
Enter Tamerlane, Guards, and other Attendants 
Tam. Yet, yet a little, and deſtructive Slaughter 
Shall rage around, and marr this beauteous Proſpect; 
Paſs but an Hour, which ſtands betwixt the Lives 
Of Thouſands and Eternity: What Chan 
Shall haſty Death make in yon glitt'ring Plain? 
Oh thou fell Monſter War! that in a Moment 
Lay'ſt waſtw the nobleſt part of the Creation, 
The Boaſt and Maſter- piece of the Great Maker, 
That wears in vain th' Impreſſion of his Image, 
Unprivileg'd from thee. : 
Health to our Friends, and to our Arms Succeſs, 
| [To the Prince, Tama and Mir. 
Such as the Cauſe for which we fight deſerves. 
Pr. Nor can we ask beyond what Heav'n beſtows, 
Preventing ſtul our Wiſhes. See, Great Sir, 
The univerſal Joy your Soldiers wear, 
Omen of proſp'rous Battle. 
3 of t : N Night, in Arms 
Watchful they expecting op'ning day 3! 
And now are hardly by their ys as held g 
From darting on the Foe; like a hot Courſer, 
That bounding paws the mould'ring Soil, diſdaining 
The Rein that checks bim, eager for the Race. 
Tam. Yes, Prince, I mean to give a looſe to War: 
This Morn Axalla, with my Parthian Horſe, 
Arrives to join me: He, who like a Storm 
Swept with his flying Squadrons all the Plain 
Between Angoria's Walls, and yon tall Mountains, 
That ſeem to reach the Clouds; and now he comes 
Loaden with Spoils, and Conqueſt, to my Aid. 
Flouriſh of Tru ? 
Zam, Theſe Trumpets ſpeak his 8 9 {lam 1 
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Enter Axalla with Soldiers, Moneſes, Stratocles and Selims 
Priſoners. [ Axalla kneels to Tamerlane. ] 
Tam, Welcome! thou worthy Partner of my Laurels, 
Thou Brother of my Choice, a Band more Sacred 
Than Nature's brittle Tye. By holy Friendſhip! 
Glory and Fame ftood till for thy Arrival, 
M. Soul ſeem'd wanting in its better half, 
And languiſh'd for thy Abſence, like a Prophet, 
That waits the Inſpiration of his God. 
Ax. My Emyeror! my ever Royal Maſter! 
To whom my ſecret Soul more lowly bends, 
Than Forms of ourward Worſhip can expreſsz 
How poorly does your Soldier pay this Goodneſs, 
Who wears his every Hour of Life out for you? 
Yet *cis bis All, and what be has he offers; 
Nor now diſdain t' accept the Gift he brings, 
This earneſt of your Fortune. See, my Lord, 
The nobleſt Prize, that ever grac'd my Arms: 
Approach, my Fair 
Tam. This is indeed to Conquer, 
And well to be rewarded for thy Conqueſt ; 


The Bloom of opening Flow'rs, unſuſſy d Beauty, 


Softneſs, and ſweeteft Innocence ſhe wears, 

And looks like Nature in the World's firſt Spring; 
But ſay, Axalla | 
| Sel, Moſt Renown'd in War, [ Kneeling 1@ Tam. 
Look with Compaſſion on a captive Maid, 

Tho' born of Hoſtile Blood; nor let my Birth, 

Deriv'd from Bajaxet, prevent that Mercy, 

Which every Subje& of your Fortune finds: 

War is the Province of Ambitious Man, 

Wha tears the miſerable World for Empire; 


| Whilſt our weak Sex, incapable of wrong, 


On either fide claims Privilege of Safety. 
Tam. ¶ Raiſeng her.] Riſe, Royal aid, the Pride of haugh- 


Pays Homage not receives it from the Fair; (ty PoWw˖r 


Tby angry Father fiercely calls me forth, | 
| And 
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And urges me unwillingly to Arm 3 

Yet, tho' our frowning Battles menace Death 

And mortal Conflict, think not that we hold 

Thy Innocence and Virtue as our Foe. 

Here, till the Fate of Aſia is decided, 

In Safety ſtay. To-morrow is your own, 

Nor grieve for who may Conquer, or who Loſe; 

Fortune on either ſide ſhall wait thy Wiſhes. : 
Sel. Where ſhall my Wonder and my Praiſe begin! 

From the ſucceſsful Labours of thy Arms? 

Or from a Theme more ſoft, and full of Peace, 

Thy Mercy, and thy Gentleneſs ? Oh, Tamerlane ! 

What can I pay thee for this noble Uſage 

But grateful Praiſe ? So Heav'n it ſelf is paid. 

Give Peace, ye Pow'rs above, Peace to Mankind; 

Nor let my Father wape unequal War, 

Againſt the Force of ſuch united Virtues. 


Looks darkly on Futurity, till Fate 

Determine for us, let thy Beauty's Safety 

Be my Axalla's Care; in whoſe glad Eyes 

I read what Joy the pleaſing Service gives him. 


Is there amongſt thy other Pris ners ought [To Axalla. 
Worthy our Knowledge? | 
Ax. This brave Man, my Lord, [Pointing to Mon, 


With long Reſiſtance held the Combat doubtful : 
His Party, preſt with Numbers, ſoon grew faint, 
And would have left their Charge an eaſie Prey: 

Whilſt he alone, undaunted at the odds, 

Tho hopeleſs to eſcape, fought well and firmly: 

Nor yielded, till o'ermatch'd by many Hands, 

He ſeem'd to ſhame our Conqueſt, whilſt he own'd it. 
Tam. Thou ſpeak'ſt him as a Soldier ſhould a Soldier, 
Juſt to the Worth he finds. I would not war [To Moneſes. 
Wirh ought that wears thy virtuous Stamp of Greatneſs: 

Thy Habit ſpeaks thee Chriſtian -—— Nay, yet more, 
My Soul ſcems pleas d to take Acquaintance with thee, 


Tam. Heay*n hear thy pious Wiſh! — But fince our | 
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As if ally d to thine: Perhaps tis Sympathy 


Of honeſt Minds; like Strings wound up in Muſick, 
Where by one touch, both utter the ſame Harmony: 


Why art thou then a Friend to Bajaxet ? 
And why my Enemy ? 
Mon. If Human Wiſdom 


Could point out every Action of our Lives, 


And ſay Let it be thus, in ſpight of Fate, 
Or partial Fortune, then I had not been 
The Wretch I am, 8 
Tam, The Brave meet every Accident 
With equal Minds: Think nobler of thy Foes, 
Than to account thy Chance in War an Evil. 


Mon. Far, far from that ; I rather hold it grievous 


That I was forc'd ev'n but to ſeem your Enemy 
Nor think the Baſeneſs of a vanquiſh'd Slave 
Moves me to flatter for precarious Life, 

Or ill-bought Freedom, when 1 ſwear by Heay'a! 
Were I to chuſe from all Mankind a Maſter, 


It ſhould be Tamer lane. 


Tam. A noble Freedom 


Dwells with the Brave, unknown to fawning Sycophanttꝭ 8 


And claims a Privilege of being believ d. 


I take thy Praiſe as earneſt of thy Friendſhip. 


Mon. Still you prevent the Homage I ſhould offer. 
O Royal Sir! let my Misfortunes plead, 
And wipe away the hoſtile Mark 1 wore. —— 
] was, whea not long ſince my Fortune hail'd me, 
Bleſs d to my Wiſh, 1 was the Prince Moneſes ; 
Born and bred up to Greatneſs ; witneſs the Blood, 
Which thro” ſucceſſive Heroes Veins ally'd 
To our Greek Emperors, roll'd down to me, 


Feeds the bright Flame of Glory in my Heart. 5 
Tam. Ev'n that! that Princely Tye ſhould bind thee tome, 


If Virtue were not more than all Alliance 
Mon. I have a Siſter (Oh ſevere Remembrance!) 
Our Noble Houſe's, nay, her Sex's Pride: 
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Nor think my Tongue too laviſh, if I ſpeak hor 

Fair as the Fame of Virtue, and yet Chaſte 

As its cold Precepts, wiſe beyond her Sex 

And blooming Youth; ſoft as forgiving Mercy, 

Yet greatly Brave, and jealous for her Honour: 

Such as ſhe was, to ſay I barely lov'd her, | 

Is poor to my Soul's meaning : From our Infancy 

There grew a mutual Tenderneſs between us, 

Till not long fir.ce her Vows were kindly plighted 

To a young Lord, the bs of her Birth. 

The happy Day was fix d and now approaching, 

When thleG Bajazet (upon whoſe Honour, 

In folemn Treaty giv'n, the Greeks depended) - 

With ſudden War broke in upon the Country, 

Secure of Peace, and for Detence unready. 

Tum. Let Majeſty no more be held Divine, : 

Since Kings, who are call'd Gods, profane themſelves, 
Mon. Among the Wretches, whom that Deluge ſwept 

Away to Slavery, my ſelf and Siſter, 

Then paſling near the Frontiers to the Court, 

(Which waited for her Nuptials) were ſurpriz'd, 

And made the Captives of the Tyrant's Power, 

Soon as we reach'd his Court, we found our Uſage 

Beyond what we expected, fair, and noble 

*T was then the Storm of your victorious Arms 

Look'd black, and ſeem'd to threaten, when he preſt me 

(By oft repeated Inſtances) to dra 

My Sword for him: But when he fonnd my Soul 

Diſdain'd his Purpoſe, he more fiercely told me, 

That my Arpaſea, my lov'd Sifter's Fate 

Depended on my Courage ſhewn for him. 

I had long learnt to hold my ſelf at nothing; 

But for her ſake, to ward the Blow from her, 

I bound my Service to the Man I hated. 

Six Days are paſt, fince by the Sultan's Order 

I left the Pledge of my Return behind, 

And went to guard this Princeſs to his Camp: 


TAMERLANBD, 3 
The reſt the brave Axalla's Fortune tells you, 
Tam. Wiſely the Tyrant ſtrove, to prop his Cauſe 
By leaguing with thy Virtue : bur juſt Heav'n 
Has torn thee from his Side, and left him naked 
To the avenging Bolt that drives upon him: 
Forget the Name of Captive, and I wiſh 
I could as well reſtore that Fair One's Freedom: 
Whoſe Loſs hangs heavy on thee : Yet ere Night 
Perhaps we may deſerve thy Friendſhip nobler; 
Th' approaching Storm may caſt thy Shipwreck'd Wealth 
Back to thy Arms: Till that be paſt, fince War 
{Tho? in the juſteſt Cauſe) is ever doubtful, 
I will not ask thy Sword to aid my Victory, 
Leſt it ſhould hurt that Hoſtage of thy Valour 
Our common Foe detains. | 
Mon, Let Bajaxet & 5 
Bend to his Yoke repining Slaves by force, 
You, Sir, have found a nobler way to Empire, 
Lord of the willing World. 
Tam, Oh, my Axalla ! | 
Thou haſt a tender Soul, apt for Compaſſionz 
And art thy ſelf a Lover and a Friend: 
Does not this Prince's Fortune move thy Temper? 
Ax. Yes, Sir, I mourn the brave Moneſes Fate; 
The Merit of his Virtue hardly match'd 
With difadvent'rous Chance: Vet, Prince, allow me; 
Allow me, from th' Experience of a Lover, | 
To ſay, one Perſon, whom your Story mention d, 
(If he ſurvive) is far beyond you wretched: | 
You nam d the Bridegroom of your beauteous Siſter, 
Mon, I did: Oh, moſt accurſt! 5 
Ax. Think what he feels, 
Daſh'd in the fierceneſs of his Expectation; 
Then when th' approaching Minute of Poſſeſſion 
Had wound Imagination to the height, 
Think if he lives! 
Mop, He lives, be does ; tis true 
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He lives ; but how? To be a Dog, and dead, 

Were Paradiſe to ſuch a State as his: | 

He holds down Life as Children do a Potion, _ 

With ſtrong Reluctance and convullive Strugglings, 

Whilſt his Misfortunes preſs him to diſgorge it. 
Tam. Spare the remembrance ; tis an uſeleſs Grief, 


And adds to the Misfortune by repeating it. 


The Revolution of a Day may bring 

Such Turns, as Heav'n it ſelf could ſcarce have promis d, 
Far, far beyond thy Wiſh : Let that Hope cheer thee, 
Haſte, my Axalla, to diſpoſe, with Safety, 


Thy beauteous Charge, and on the Foe revenge 8 


The Pain, which Abſence gives; thy other Care, 
Honour and Arms, now ſummon thy Attendance; 
Now do thy Office well, my Soul, remember 
Thy Cauſe ; the Cauſe of Heay'n and injur'd Earth, 
O thou Supreme ! if thy Great Spirit warms 
My glowing Breaſt, and fires my Soul to Arms, 
Grant that my Sword, aſſiſted by thy Power, 
This Day my Peace and Happineſs reſtore, 8 
That War and lawleſs Rage may vex thy World no more. 
Exeunt Tamerlane, Moneſes, Stratocles, Prince 
of Tanais, Tama. Mirvan, and Attendants. 
Manent Axalla and Selima with Soldiers. 
Ax. The Battle calls, and bids me haſte to leave thee; 
Oh, Selima ! But let Deſtruction wait: 
Are there not Hours enough for Blood and Slaughter? 
This Moment ſhall be Love's, and I will waſte it 
In ſoft Complainings, for thy Sighs and Coldneſs, 
For tby forgetful Coldneſs ; even at Birza, 
When in thy Father's Court my Eyes firſt own'd thes, 
Fairer than Light, the Joy of their beholding, | 


Even then thou wert not thus. 


Sel. Art not thou chang d? | 
Chriſtian Axalla : Art thou ſtill the ame? 
Thoſe were the gentle Hours of Peace, and thou 
The World's good Angel, that didſt kindly join 
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TAMERLANE. 
Its mighty Maſters in harmonious Friendſhip: 


| But ſince thoſe Joys, that once were ours, are loſt, 


Forbear to mention *em, and talk of War; 


Talk of thy Conqueſt, and my Chains, Axalla. 


Ax. Yet | will liſten, fair unkind Uphraider, 
Yet | will liſten to thy charming Accents, 
Altho they make me curſe my Fame and Fortune, 
My Laurel- wreaths, and all the glorious Trophies, 
For which the Valiant bleed — Oh! thou unjuft one, 
Doſt thou then enyy me this ſmall Return 
My niggard Fate has made for all the Mournings, 
For all the Pains, for all the {leepleſs Nights 
That cruel Abſence brings? | 

Sel. Away, Deceiver! 
I will not hear thy ſoothing : Ts it thus 
That Chriſtian Lovers prove the Faith they ſwear? 
Are War and Slavery the ſoft Endearments 
With which they Court the Beauties they admire? 
'Twas well my Heart was cautious of believing 


Thy Sword has vanquiſh'd but the half of 
Her Soul diſdains thy Victory. a 


— 


Thy Vows, and thy Proteſting. Know, my Conqueror: 


Ax. Hear, ſweet Heav'n, „ 
Hear the fair Tyrant, how ſhe wreſts Love's Laws; 
As ſhe had vow'd my Ruin ! What is Conqueſt? 
What Joy have I from that, but to behold thee, 

To kneel before thee, and with lifted Byes 

To view thee, as Devotion does a Saint, 

With awful, trembling Pleaſure: Then to ſwear 

Thou art the Queen and Miſtreſs of my Soul? 

Has not ev'n Tamerlane (whoſe Word, next Heay'n's; 

Makes Fate at ſecond hand) bid thee diſclaim * 

as Fears? And doſt thou call thy ſelf a Slave? 
y to try how far the ſad Impreſſion 

Can fink into Axalla! 

Sel, Oh Axalla! © 
Ought I to hear you? 
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I2 TaMERLANE. 
Ax. Come back, ye Hours, 
And tell my Selma what ſhe has done: 5 
Bring back the time, when to her Father's Court 
I came Ambaſſador of Peace from Tamerlane ; 
When hid by conſcious Darkneſs and Diſguiſe, 
I paſt the Dangers of the watchful Guards; 
Bold as the Youth who nightly ſwam the Helleſpont: 
Then, then ſhe was not ſworn the Foe of Lovez 
When, as my Soul confeſt its Flame, and ſu'd 
In moving ſounds for Pity, ſhe frown'd rarely, 
But, bluſhing, heard me tell the gentle Tale: 
Nay, ev'n confeſt, and told me ſoftly, ſighing, 
She thought there was no Guilt in Love like mine. 
Sel. Young and unskilful in the World's falſe Arts; 
I ſuffer'd Love to ſteal upon my Softneſs, 
And warm me with a lambent guiltleſs Flame: 
Yes, 1 have heard thee ſwear a thouſand times, 
And call the conſcious Pow'rs of Heay'n to witneſs 
The tend'reſt, trueſt, everlaſting Paſſion : 
But, Oh ! *tis paſt ; and I will charge Remembrance 
To baniſh the fond Image from my Soul: | 
Since thou art ſworn the Foe of Royal Bajaxer, 
I have reſolv'd to hate thee, 
Ax. Is it poſſible! | 
Hate is not in thy Nature: thy whole Frame 
Is Harmony, without one jarring Atom. 
Why do'ſt thou force thy Eyes to wear this Coldneſs ? 
It damps the Springs of Life. Oh! bid me die, 
Much rather bid me die, if it be true, 
That thou haſt ſworn to hate me. 
Sel. Let Life and Death 
Wait the Decifion of the bloody Field ; 
Nor can thy Fate (my Conqueror) depend 
Upon a Woman's Hate. Yet fince you urge 
A Power, which once perhaps I had, there is 
But one Requeſt, that I can make with Honour, 
x, Oh! name it! fil 
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Sel. Forego your Fight of War, | 
And render me this in tant ro my Father. | 
Ax. Impoſſible! — The Tumult of the Battle, 

That haſtes to join, cuts off all means of Commerce ; 

Betwixt the Armies. < ; 
Sel. Swear then to perform it, : 

Which way focer the Chance of War determines, 

On my firſt Taſtance. | | 

Ax. By the Sacred Majeſty 3 
Of Heay'n, to whom we kneel, I will obey thee; 

Yes, I will-give thee this ſevereſt Proof 
Of my Souls vow'd Devotion, I will part with thee 
(Thou Cruel, to command it!) I will part with thee, 
As Wretches that are doubtful of Hereafter, | 
Part with their Lives, unwilling, loth and fearful, 
And trembling at Futurity. But is there nothing; 
No ſmall return that Honour can afford 
For all this waſte of Love? 

Sel. The Gifts of Captives 
Wear ſomewhat of Conſtraint; and generous Minds 
Diſdain to give, where freedom of the Choice 
Does but ſeem wanting. 2 
Ax. What! not one kind Look? [* Trumpets? - 
Then thou art chang'd indeed. * Hark! T am ſummon'd, 
And thou wilt ſend me forth like one unbleſs'd ; 

Whom Fortune has forſaken, and ill Fate 

Mark'd for Deſtruction. Thy ſurprizing Coldneſs 
Hangs on my Soul, and weighs my Courage down; 

And the firſt feeble Blow I meet ſhall raze me 

From all Remembrance: Nor is Life or Fame 

Worthy my Care, ſince I am loſt to thee. [ Going: 

Sel. Ha! Goeſt thou to the Fight! 

Ax. I do. Farewel! —— _ 

Sel, What! and no more! A Sigh heaves in my Breaſt, ©. 
And ſtops the ſtruggling Accents on my Tongue. 
Elſe, ſure, I ſhould have added ſomething more, 

And made our Parting ſofter. 


| B b 
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14 TAMER LANE. 


Ax. Give it way. 
The niggard Honour, that affords not Love, 
Forbids not Pity 
Sel, Fate perhaps has ſet : 
This Day, the Period of thy Life, and Conqueſts; 
And I ſhall ſee thee borne at Evening back, 5 
A breathleſs Coarfe ; — Oh! Can I think on that, | 
And hide my Sorrows? — No— they will have way, 
And all the Vital Air, that Lite draws in, 
Is render'd back in Sighs. ; h 
Ax. The murm'ring Gale revives the drooping Flame, 
That at thy Coldneſs languiſh'd in my Breaſt; 
So breathe the gentle Zephyrs on the Spring, 
And waken every Plant, and od'rous Flower, 
Which Winter Froſt had blaſted, to new Life. 
Sel. To ſee thee for this moment, and no more. 


| Oh! help me to reſolve againſt this Tenderneſs, 
That charms my fierce Reſentments, and preſents thee 
Not as thou art, mine and my Father's Foe, 


But as thou wert, when firſt thy moving Accents 
Won me to hear; when, as I liſten'd to thee, 
The happy Hours paſt by us unperceiv'd, 
So was my Soul fix'd to the ſoft Enchantment. 
Ax. Let me be ſtill the fame; I am, I muſt be. 
It it were poſſible my Heart could ſtray, 
One Look from thee would call it back again, 
And fix the Wanderer for ever thine. p 
Sel. Where is my boaſted Reſolution now? 


[ Sinking into his Arms 


Oh! Yes! Thou art the ſame ; my Heart joins with thee, 
And to betray me will believe thee ſtill: | 

It dances to the Sounds that mov'd it firſt, 

And owns at once the weakneſs of my Soul: 

So when ſome skilful Artift ſtrikes the Strings, 
The magick Numbers rouze our ſleeping Paſſions, 
And force us to confeſs our Grief, and Pleaſure, 
Alas! Axalla, ſay — doſt thou not pity | 
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My artleſs Innocence, and eaſie Fondneſs? 
Oh! turn thee from me, or I die with bluſhing. 
Ax. No let me rather gaze, for ever gaze, 
And bleſs the new- born Glories that adorn thee; 
From every Bluſh, that kindles in thy Cheeks, 
Ten thouſand little Loves and Graces ſpring, 
To revel in the Roſes t wo? not be, [ Trumpets. 
This envious Trumpet calls and tears me from thee——— 
Sel. My Fears increaſe, and doubly preſs me now: _ 
I charge thee, if thy Sword comes croſs my Father, 
Stop for a Moment, and remember me. 
Ax. Oh! doubt not, but his Life ſhall be my Care, 
Ev'n dearer than my Own —— 
Sel. Guard that for me too. | 
Ax. hl Selima thou haſt reſtor'd my Quiet, 
The noble ardour of the War, with Love | 
Returning, brightly burns withia my Breaſt, 
And bids me be ſecure of all hereafter. 
So chears ſome pious Saint a dying Sinner, 
Who trembled at the thought of Pains to come) 
With Heav'a's Forgiveneſs, and the hopes of Mercy: 
At length the tumult of his Soul appeas'd, : 
And every Doubt and anxious Scruple eas'd, © 
Boldly he proves the dark, uncertain Road, 8 


The Peace, his holy Comforter beſtow'd, 
Guides, and protects him, like a Guardian God, ¶ Exit. 
Manent Selima and Guards. 
Sel. In vain all Arts a Love- ſick Virgin tries, : 


Affects to frown, and ſeems ſeverely wile, 


In hopes to cheat the wary Lover's Eyes. 
If the dear Youth her Pity ſtrives to move, 
And picads, with tenderneſs, the Cauſe of Love ; 


Nature aſſerts her Empire in her Heart, 


And kindly takes the fairhful Lover's Part. 
By Love, her ſelf, and Nature thus betray'd, 
No more ſhe truſts in Price's fantaFick Aid, 
But bids her Eyes confeſs the y'eiding Maid. 
Exit Selma, Guards following. 
B 2 "AGE 


ad K 2 ͤ lo ues Loa. DA +> ud vs 


( aa LA BR CCR a Ge— 


16 TAM ERLANE. 


40% f. Se 
SCENE Tamerlane's Camp. 


Enter Moneſes. 


Mon. T H E dreadful Buſineſs of the War is over: a 
1 And Slaughter, that, from yeſter Mora 'till Even, 

With Giant Steps, paſt ſtriding o'er the Field, 

Befmear'd, and horrid with the Blood of Nations, 

Now weary ſits among the mangled Heaps, | 

And flumbers o'er her Prey; while from this Camp 

The cheerful Sounds of Victory, and Tamerlane, 


Beat the high Arch of Heav'n: deciding Fate, 


That Crowns him with the Spoils of ſuch a Day, 
Has piv'n it as an Earneſt of the World : 
That ſhortly ſhall be his. Enter Stratocles, 
My Stratocles!“ 
Moſt happily return d; might I believe 
Thcu bring'ſt me any Joy? 

Stra. With my beſt Diligence, 
This Night, I have enquir'd of what concerns you. 
Scarce was the Sun, who ſhone upon the Horror 
Of the paſt day, ſunk to the Weſtern Ocean, 
When by permiſſion from the Prince Axalla, 
I mixt among the Tumult of the Warriors, 
Returning from the Battle : Rere a Troop 
Of hardy Parthians red with honeſt Wounds, 
Confeſt the Conqueſt, they had well deſery'd : 
There a dejected Crew of wretched Captives, 
Sore with unprofitable Hurts, and groaning 
Under new Bondage, follow'd ſadly after 
The haughty Victor's heels; but that, which fully 
Crown d the Succeſs of Tamerlane, was Bajaxet, 
Fall'n like the proud Archangel, from the height, 
Where once ( even next to Majeſty Divine) 
Enthron' d he fat, down to the vile Deſcent | 
s | And 
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And lowneſs of a Slave; but oh! to ſpeak 
The Rage, the Fierceneſs, and the Indignation ! 
It bars all Words, and cuts Deſcription ſhort. 
Mon. Then he is fall n! that Comet, which, on high, 
portended Ruin; he has ſpent his Blaze, 1 | 
. And ſhall diſtract the World with Fears no more: 
125 Sure. it muſt bode me zvell, for oft my Soul 
Has ſtarted into TumWt at his Name, 
As if my Guardian Angel took th' Alarm, 
At the approach of ſomewhat mortal to me:. 
But fay, my Friend, what hear'ſt thou of Arpaſia? 
For there my Thoughts, my every Care is center'd, | 
Stra. Tho? on that purpoſe ſtill I bent my Search, P 
Yet nothing certain could I gain, but this, 
That in the Pillage of the Sultan's Tent | 
58, some Women were made Pris ners, who this Morning 
Were to be offer'd to the Emperor's View ; | 
Their Names, and Qualities, tho oft enquiring, 
I could not learn. | ; 
Mon. Then muſt my Soul ſtill labour 
Beneath Uncertainty, and anxious Doubt, 
The Mind's worſt State, The Tyrant's Ruin gives me 
But a Half-eaſe, SH 
Stra. Twas ſaid, not far from hence 5 
The Captives were to wait the Emperor's Paſſage. 
Mon. Haſte me to find the Place. Oh! my Arpaſiat 
| Shall we not meet? Why hangs my Heart thus heavy 
Like Death within my Boſom ? Oh! 'tis well, 
The Joy of Meeting pays the Pangs of Abſence, 
E'ſe who could bear it? | 
When thy lov'd Sight ſhall bleſs my Eyes again, 5 


Then I will own, I ought, not to complain, 
Since that ſweet Hour is worth whole Years of Pain. 
[ Exeunt Moneſes, and Stratocles, 
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SCENE II. The Inſide of a Magvificent Tent.. 


. Symphony of Warlike Muſick. 


Enxter Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tanais, Zama, Mir- 


van, Soldiers and other Attendants. 


Ax. From this Auſpiciovs Day ge Parthian Name 

Shall date its Birth of Empire, and extend 

Ev'n from the dawning Eaſt to utmoſt Thule 

The Limits of its Sway. 

Pr. of T. Nations unknown, 

Where yet the Roman Eagles never flew, 

Shall pay their Homage to Victorious Tamerlane; 
Bend to his Valour, and ſuperior Virtue, 

And own, that Conqueſt js not giv'n by Chance, 
But, bound by fatal and reſiſtleſs Merit, | 
Waits on his Arms, ; 

Tam. It is too much : you dreſs me 

Like an Uſurper in the borrow'd Attributes 

Of iojur'd Heav'n : Can we call Conqueſt ours ? 
Shall Man, this Pigmy. with a Giant's Pride 
V-unt of himſelf, and far, Thus have I done this? 
Oh! vain Pretence to Greatneſs ! Like the Moon, 
We borrow all the Brightneſs, which we boaſt, . 
Dark in our ſelves, and uſcleſs. If that Hand 
That rules the Fate of Battles ſtrike for us, 

Crown us with Fame, and pild our Clay wich Honour; 
Twere moſt ungrate ful to diſown the Benefit, 
And arrogate a Praiſe which is not our. 

Ax. With ſuch unſhaken Temper of the Soul 
To bear the ſwelling Tide of proſp'rous Fortune, 
Is to deſerve that Fortune: In Adverſity | 
The Mind grows tough by buffering the Tempeſt; 
Which, in Succeſs diffolvirg,-fitks"to, caſe, 
And loſes all her Fir mneſs. 1 * 
Tam. Ob! Axalla! 


Could I forget I am a Man, as thou art, 


Would 
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Would not the Winter's Cold, or Summer's Heat, 
Sickneſs, or Thirſt, and Hunger, all the Train 

Of Nature's clamorous Appetites, aſſerting 

An Equal Right in Kings and common Men, / 
Reprove me daily ? No If I boaſt of ought, 
Be it, to have been Heaven's happy Inſtrument, 

The means of Good to all my Fellow-Creatures 3 


This is a King's belt Praiſe. 


Enter Omar. 
Om. Honour and Fame [ Bowing to Tamerlane. 
For ever wait the Emperor; may our Prophet 
Give him ten thouſand thouſand Days of Life, 
And every Day like this. The Captive Sultan, 


Fierce in his Bonds, and at his Fate repining, 


Attends your ſacred Will. 

Tam. Let him approach. 

Enter Bajazet and other Turkiſh Priſoners in Chains, 

with a Guard of Soldiers. 

When J ſurvey the Ruins of this Field, 
The wild Deſtruction, which thy fierce Ambition 
Has dealt among Mankind, (fo many Widows 
And helpicſs Orphans has thy Battle made, 
That half our Eaſtern World this day are Mourners) 
Well may I, in behalf of Heav'n and Earth, 
Demand from thee Atonement for this wrong. 

Baj. Make thy Demand to thoſe that own tl y Pow'r, - 
Know I am ſtill beyond it; and tho' Fortune | 
(Curſe on that Changeling Deity of Fools!) 

Has ſtript me of the Train and Pomp of Greatneſs, 
That out- fide of a King, yet ſtill my Soul, 

Fixt high, and of it ſelf alone dependant, 

Is ever Free and Royal, and ev'n now, 

As at the head of Battle, does defie thee : 

I know what Pow'r the Chance of War has giv'n, 
And dare thee to the uſe on'r, This vile Speeching, 
This After-game of Words, is what moſt irks me; 
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Spare that, and for the reſt tis equal all 
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20 TAMERLANE. 
Be it as it may. ä | Nov 
Tam. Well was it for the World, As | 
When on their Borders Neighbouring Princes met, "Tis 
Frequent in Friendly Parle, by cool Debates Hon 
Preventing waſteful War; ſuch ſhould our meeting But 
Have been, had'ſt thou but held in juſt regard | Whi 
The Sanctity of Leagues ſo often ſworn to. Vet 
Can'ſt thou believe thy Prophet, or, what's more, By 
That Pow'r Supream, which made thee, and thy Prophet, My 
Will, with Impunity, let paſs that Breach Nor 
Of ſacred Faith giv*n to the Royal Greet? Wit! 
Baj. Thou Pedant Talker ! ha! art thou a King Or | 
Poſſelt of facred Pow'r, Heav'n's darling Attribute, B 
And doſt thou prate of Leagues, and Oaths, and Prophets ? Darr 
I hate the Greek (Perdition on his Name!) To « 
As I do thee, and would have met you both, | Unfi 
As Death does human Nature, for Veſtruction. In la 
Tam. Cauſeleſs to hate is not of human kind; Shar 
The ſalvage Brute, that haunts in Woods remote, . And 
And Deſart Wiles, tears not the fearful Traveller, | And 
If Hunger, or ſome Injury, provoke not, Whi 
Baj. Can a King want a Cauſe, when Empire bids Wo! 
| Go ͤ on? what is he born for but Ambition? Be g 
It is his Hunger, *cis his Call of Nature, My 
The Noble Appetite which will be ſatisfy'd, T 
And like the Food of Gods, makes him immortal. Tho 
Tam. Nenceforth I will not wonder we were Foes. B 
Since Souls that differ ſo, by Nature hate, Diſd 
And ſtrong Antipathy forbids their Union, 7 
Baj. The noble Fire that warms me does indeed Tha 
Tranicend thy Coldneſs, I am pleas'd we differ, To 
Nor think alike. And 
Tam, No for I think like Man, | E 
Thou like a Monſter ; from whoſe balefu! Preſence : At! 
Nature ſtarts back; and tho' ſhe fix'd her Stamp And 
Oa thy rough Maſs, and mark'd thee for a Man, =p 7 
| FE Now ine 
; Ane 
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Now conſcious of her Error, ſhe diſclaims thee, 
As form'd for her Deſtruction. 
Tis true, I am a King, as thou haſt been: 
Honour, and Glory too have been my aim; 
But tho? I dare face Death, and all the Dangers, 
Which furious War wears in its bloody Front, 
Yet would I chuſe to fix my Fame by Peace, 
By Juſtice, and by Mercy ; and to raiſe 
get, My Trophies on the Bleſſings of Mankind; 
Nor would I buy the Empire of the World 
With Ruin of the People whom I ſway, - 
Or Forfeit of my Honour. 
Baj, Prophet, I thank thee. ——— 
ts? Damnation! — Could'ſt thou rob me of my Glory, 
To dreſs up this tame King, this preaching Derviſe ? 
Unfit for War, thou ſhould'ſ have liv'd ſecure 
In lazy Peace, and with debating Senates 
Shar'd a precarious Scepter, fate tamely till, 
And let bold Factions canton out thy Pow'r, 
And wrangle for the Spoils they robb'd thee of ; 
Whilſt I (curſe on the Power that ſtops my. Ardour!) 
Would, like a Tempeſt, ruſh amidſt the Nations, 
Be greatly terrible, and deal, be Alha, 
My angry Thunder on the frighted World. 
Tam. The World! ——rwould be too little for thy Pride: 
Thou would'ſt ſcale Heay'n, —— N 
Baj. I would: — Away! my Soul. 
Diſdains thy Conference. 
Tam. Thou vain, raſh Thing, 
That, with gigantick Inſolence, haſt dar'd 
To lift thy wretched ſelf above the Stare, | 
And mate with Pow'r Almighty : Thou art fallen 
Baj. 'Tis falſe! I am not fal'n from ought L have been? 
At leaſt my Soul reſolves-to keep her State, 
And ſcorns to take Acquaintance with ill Fortune. 
Tam. Almoſt beneath my Pity art thou fal'n; 
v ince, while th' avenging Hand of Heav'a is on thee; 
And preſſes to the Duſt thy ſwelling Soul, | 
| Bs Fool-- 


— 
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Then, when thy daily ſer vile Task was done, 

I would have cag'd thee, for the Scorn of Slaves, 
Till thou hadſt begg'd to die; and ev'n that Mercy 
F had deny'd Thee: Now thou know'ſt my Mind, 
1 And queſtion me no farther. 

= Tam. Well doſt thou teach me 

_ What Juſtice ſkould exact from thee : Mankind 


= | | wank oe 5 
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=. Fool-hardy, with the fironger thou contendeſt ; De 
1 To what vaſt heights had thy tumultuous Temper Ib 
| . , Been hurry'd, if. Succeſs had crown'd thy Wiſhes; Th 
= Say, What had I to expect, if thou hadſt conquer d? [Na 
1 Baj. Ob, Glorious Thought! By Heav'n! I will enjoy it, An 
= 41 Tho but in Fancy; Imagination ſhall 2 TW: 
_ Make room to entertain the vaſt Idea. Eto W. 
5 {| | Oh! had I been the Maſter bur of Yeſterday, Th 
ww The Worle, the World had felt me; and for thee, Tt 
= T had us'd thee, as thou art to me, —a Dog, As 
k | I The Object of my Scorn, and mortal Hatred: N. 
= I would have taught thy Neck to know my weight, : 
= , 41 And mounted from that Footſtool to my Saddle: W 


_ With one Conſent cry out for Vengeance on thee; 
J Loudly they call, to cut off this League · breaker, 
„ Tbis wild Deſtroy er, from the Face of Earth. 
Ba j. Do it, and rid thy ſhaking Soul at once 
Of its worſt Fear. | 
Tam. Why ſlept the Thunder, 
1 That ſhould have ar m'd the Idol Deity, 
SHE And given thee Pow'r, ere yeſter Sun was ſet, 
| To ſhake the Scul of Tamerlane: Hadſt thou an Arm 
To make thee fear'd, thou ſhould'ſt have prov'd it on me; 
Amidſt the Sweat and Blood of yonder Field, 
When, thro the Tumult of the War, I fought thee, 
Fenc'd in with Nations. 
Baj. Curſe upon the Stare, 
That fated us to different Scenes of Slaughter! 
Oh ! could my Sword have met thee! — 
Tam. Thou hadſt then, 
As now, been in my Pow'r, and held thy Life 
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Dependant on my Gift. Yes Bajazet, _ N 
I bid thee, Live. — So much my Soul diſdains, | 
That thou ſhould'ſt think, I can fear ought but Heav'a: 

BB Nay more; could'ſt thou forget thy brutal fiercenels, 

it, And ſorm thy ſelf to Manhood, I would bid thee, 
Live, and be ſtill a King, that thou may'ſt learn 
What Man ſhould be to Man, in War remembring 
The Common Tye, and Brotherhood of Kind. 
This Royal Tent, with ſuch of thy Domeſticks 
As can be found, ſhall wait upon thy Service; 
Nor will I uſe my Fortune, to demand 


Hard Terms of Peace, but ſuch as thou may'ſt offer 
With Honour, I with Honour may receive.“ 


[* Tamerlane ſigus to an Officer, who unbinds 
Bajazet, - [blaſt me, 
Baj. Ha! fay'ſt thou — no! — our Prophet's Vengeance 
If thou ſhalt buy my Friendſhip with thy Empire. 
Damnation on thee! thou ſmooth, fawning Talker 
Give me again my Chains, that I may curſe thee, 
And gratifie my Rage: Or, if thou wilt 
Be a vain Fool, and play with thy Perdition, 


Remember I'm thy Foe, and hate thee deadly. | : 
Thy Folly on thy Head ! Tm 


Tam. Be ſtill my Fe. 5 
Great Minds (like Heav'n) are pleas'd in doing goo], 
Tho' the ungrateful Subjects of their Favours 
Are barren in return: Thy ſtubborn Pride, 
That ſpurns the gentle Office of Humanity, 
| Shall in my Honour own, and thy Deſpite, 
ne; I have done, as I ought, Virtue ſtill does 
Wich Scorn, the Mercenary World regard, 
Where abject Souls do good, and hope Reward: 
Above the worthleſs Trophies Men can raiſe, 
She ſeeks not Honours, Wealth, nor airy Praiſe, 
But with her ſelf, Her ſelf, the Goddeſs pays? 
Ixeunt Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince 
Mirvan, Zama, and Attendants, 


of Tanais, - , 
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Make your Misfortunes light: he bids. you hope. 


Manent Bajazet, Omar, Guards. 
Baj. Come, lead me to my Dungeon; plunge me down 
Deep from the hated Sight of Man, and Day, 
Where, under Covert of the friendly Darkneſs, 
My Soul may brood, at leiſure, o'er its Anguiſh. 
Om. Our Royal Maſter wou'd, with noble Uſage, . 


Baj. I tell thee, Slave, I have ſhook hands with Hope, 
And all my Thoughts are Rage, Deſpair, and Horror. 
Enter Haly, Arpafia, and Women Attendants. - 
Ha! wherefore am I thus? perdition ſeize me 
But my cold Blood runs ſhiv'ring to my Heart, 
As at ſome Fantom, that in dead of Night, 


With dreadful Action ſtalks around our Beds. 


The Rage, and fiercer Paſſions of my Breaſt 
Are loft in new Confuſion, — Arpaſea !— Hah! 
-- Ha. Oh, Emperor! for whoſe hard Fate our Prophet 
And all the Heroes of thy ſacred Race 
Are ſad in Paradiſe, thy faithful Haly, 
The Slave et all thy Pleaſures, in this Ruin. 
This Univerſal Shipwreck.of thy Fortunes, 
Has gather'd up this Treaſure for thy Arms: 
Nor ev'n the Victor, haughty Tamerlane, 
(By whoſe Command, once more, thy Slavebeholds thee ) 
Denies this Blefling to thee, but with Honour 
Renders titee back thy Queen, thy beauteous Bride. 
Baj. Oh! had her Eyes, with pity, {ey my Sorrows, -- 
Had ihe the ſoftneſ of a tender Bride, 
Heav'n cou'd not haye beſtow'd a greater Bleſſing, 


And Love had made amends for loſs of Empire. 


But fee, what Fury dwells upon her Charms! 
What Lightning fl:ſhes from her angry Eyes!“ 
With a malignant Joy ſhe vicws my Ruin: 

Even Beauteous in her Harrcd, (till ſhe charms me, 

And awes my fierce tumu'tuous Soul to Love. 
Arp. And dar'ſt thou hope, thou Tyrant! Raviſher! 
That Heav'n has any Joy in ſtore for thee? = E 
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Look back upon the Sum of thy paſt Life, 
Where Tyranny, Oppreſſion, and Injuſtice, 
Per jury, - Murders, ſwell the black Account, 
Where loſt Arpaſia s Wrongs ſtand bleeding freſh; _ 
Thy laſt Recorded Crime; but Heay'n has found thee - 
At length the tardy Vengeance has o'erta'en thee. - 
; My weary Soul ſhall bear a little longer 
. The pain of Life, to call for Juſtice on thee. 
That once compleat, ſink to the peaceful Grave, 
And loſe the memory of my Wrongs and Thee. 
Baj. Thou rail'ſt! I thank thee for it. Be perverſez* 
And muſter all the Woman in thy Soul; 
Goad me with Curſes, be a very Wite, | 
That I may fling off this tame Love, and hate thee. 
Enter Moneſes. | 
Bajazet farting] Ha! — Keep thy temper, Heart; nor take 
At a Slave's Preſence, [alarm 
Mon, It is Arpaſia ! — Leave me, thou cold Fear, 
Sweet as the roſie Morn ſhe breaks upon me, 
And Sorrow, like the Night's unwholeſome Shade, 
Gives way before the Golden Dawn ſhe brings. 
Baj. Advancing towards him, | Ha, Chriſtian ! Is it well 
| that we meet thus? & 
) Is this thy Faith? 
Aon. Why does thy frowning Brow 
Put on this Form of Fury ? Is it ſtrange 
We ſhould meet here Companions in Misfortune; 
The Captives of one common-Chance of War? | 
Nor ſhould'ſt thou wonder, that my Sword has fail'd * *- 
Before the Fortune of Victorious Tamerlane, 9 
When thou with Næions like the ſanded Shore, 
With half the warring World upon thy fide, 
Could'ſt not ſtand up againſt his dreadful Battle, | GE 
That cruſh'd thee with its ſhock. Thy Men can witneſs, 
Thoſe Cowards, that forſook me in the Combat, 
My Sword was not unative, © 
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Where is my Daughter, thou vile Greek ? thou baſt- 
Betray'd her to the Tayzay ; or even worſe, 
Pale with thy Fears, didſt loſe her like a Coward: 
And like a Coward now, would'ſt caſt the blame 
On Fortune, and ill Stars. 
Mon. Ha! faid't thou like a Coward? 
What Sanctity, what Majeſty Divine 5 
Haſt thou put on, to guard thee from my Rage? 
That thus thou dar'ſt to wrong me. | 7 
Baj. Out; thou Slave, 
And know me for thy Lord 
Mon. I tell thee, Tyrant, : 
When in the Pride of Pow'r thou ſat'ft on high, 
When like an Idol thou wert vainly worſhipp'd; 
By proftrate Wretches, born with flaviſh Souls: 
Ev'n when thou wert a King, thou wert not more, 
Nor greater than Moneſes; born of a Race 
Royal, and Great as thine : What art thou now then? 
The Fate of War has fer thee with the Loweſt ; 
And Captives (like the Subjects of the Grave) 
Loſing diſtinction, ſerve one common Lord. 
Bj. Brav'd by this Dog! now give a looſe to Rage, 
And curſe thy ſelf, curſe thy falſe, cheating Prophet. 
Ha! Yet there's ſome Revenge. Hear me, thou Chriſtian; 
Thou left'ſt that Siſter with me: — Thou Impoſtor 
Thou Boaſter of thy Honeſty! Thou Lyar! 
But take her to thee back. | 
Now to explore my Priſon ff it holds 


Another E: like this, the reſtleſs Damn d 
1 


(If Muftys lie not) wander thus in Hell: 
From ſcorching Flames to chilling Froſts they run; 
Then ſrom their Froſts to Fires return again, 
And only proye variety of Pain. 
8 SS Ter Bajazet and Haly. 
Arp. Stay, Bajaxet, arge thee by my Wrongs! 
Stay, and — a Tale of fone Br 4 * 
As only fits thy telling == Ob, Moneſes ! 
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Mon. Why doſt thou weep? why thistempeſtuous Paſſion, 
That ſtops thy falt'ring Tongue fhort on my Name? 
Ob, ſpeak! unveil this Myſtery of Sorrow, | 
And draw the diſmal Scene, at once, to fight. _ 
Arp. Thou art undone, loſt, ruin'd, and undone! 
Mon. I will not think tis ſo, while I have thee, 
While thus tis 2 to fold thee in my Arms; 
For while I ſigh upon thy panting Boſom, 
The ſad remembrance of paſt Woes is loſt. _ {4 
Arp. Forbear to ſooth thy Soul with flatt ring Thoughts 
Of Evils overpaſt, and Joys to come: : 
Our Woes are like the genuine Shade beneath, 
Where Fate cuts off the very hopes of Day, 

And everlaſting Night and Horror reign. x 
Mon. By all the Tenderneſs, and chaſte Endearments 
Of our paſt Love, I charge thee, my Arpaſea, | 

To caſe my Soul of Doubts; give me to know 

At once the utmoſt Malice of my Fate. | 
Arp. Take then thy wretched Share in- all I ſuffer, 

Still Partner of my Heart, Scarce had'ſt thou left 

The Sultan's Camp, when the Imperious Tyrant, 


Softning the pride and fierceneſs of his Temper, - 


With gentle Speech made offer of his Loye. 

A maz'd, as at the ſhock of ſudden Death, 

I ſtarted into Tears, and often urg d 

(Tho' ſtill in vain) the difference of our Faiths: 

At laſt, as fly ing to the utmoſt Refuge, 

With lifted Hands, and ſtreaming Eyes, I own'd 

The Fraud; which when we firſt were made his Pris' ners, 

Conſcious of my unhappy Form, and fearing 

For thy dear Life, I forc'd thee to put on 

Thy borrow'd Name of Brother, mine of Siſter: 

Hiding beneath that Veil the nearer Tie, 

Our mutual Vows had made before the Prieſt. 

Kindling to Rage at hearing of my Story, 

Then be it ſo, he cry'd, Think'ſt thou thy Vows 

Giv'n to a Slave ſhall bar me from thy Beauties? 

Then bad the Prieſt pronounce the Marriage Rites; hich 
| | r 
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Which he perform'd, whilſt ſhricking with Deſpair?ꝰ 
» I call'd in vain the Pow'rs of Heav'n to aid me. 
Mon. Villain! Imperial Villain! - Ob, the Coward !” 
Aw'd by his Guilt, tho' back'd by Force and Power, 
He durſt not to my Face avow his Purpoſe; 
But in my Abſence like a lurking Thief 
Stole on my Treaſure, and at once undid me. 
Arp. Had they not kept me from the means of Death; - 
Forgetting all the Rules of Chriſtian Suffering, 
bad done a deſp'rate Murder on my Soul, 
Ere the rude Slaves, that waited on his Will, 
Had forc'd me to his 
Mon. Stop thee there, Arpaſia, 
And bar my Fancy from the puilty Scene; 
Let not Thought enter, left the buſie Mind 
Should muſter ſuch a Train of monſtrous Images;* 
As would diftract me. Oh! I cannot bear it. 
Thou lovely Hoard of Sweets, where all my Joys 
Were treaſur d up, to have thee rifled thus! 
Thus torn untaſted from my eager Wiſhes! 
But I will have thee from him. Tamerlane 
(The Sovereign Judge of Equity on Earth) 
Shall-do me Juſtice on this mighty Robber, 
And render back thy Beauties to Moneſes. ; 
Arp. And who ſhall render back my Peace, my Honour, 
The ſpotleſs Whiteneſs of my Virgin Soul? | 
Ah! no, Moneſes — think not I will ever 
Bring a polluted Love to thy chaſte Arms: 
I am the Tyrant's Wife. Oh, fatal Title! 
And, in the ſight of all the Saints, have ſworn, 
By Honour, Womanhood, and bluſning Shame, 
To know no ſecond Bride-bed, but my Grave. 
Mon. I ſwear it muſt not be, fince ſtill my Eye 
Finds thee as heay'nly white, as Angel pure, | 
As in the earlieſt hours of Life thou wert. 8 
Nor art thou his, but mine; thy furſt Vow's mine, 
Thy Soul is mine: èòͥ Y. 


Arp: 
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Arp. Ob! think not, that the Po.]ꝰͤ r 

11 * Of moſt perſuaſive Eloquence can make me 
Forget, I've been another's, been his Wife; 
Now by my Bluſhes! by the ſtrong Confuſion, 
And Anguiſh of my Heart! ſpare me, Moneſes, 
Nor urge my trembling Virtue to the Precipice. 
Shortly, (oh! very ſhortly) if my Sorrows 
Divine aright, and Heav'n be gracious to me, 
Death ſha!l diſſolve the fatal Obligation, 
And give me up to Peace, to that bleſt Place _ 
Where the Good reſt from Care and anxious Life. = 

Mon. Oh! teach me, thou fair Saint, like thee to ſuffer > —i 
Teach me, with hardy Piety, to combat 
The preſent Ills; inſtruct my Eyes to paſs 
The narrow bounds of Life, this Land of Sorrow, 
And with bold Hopes to view the Realms beyond, 
Thoſe diſtant Beauties of the fature State, 
Tell me, Arpaſza, ſay, what Joys are thoſe, 
That wait to Crown the Wretch who ſuffers here: | 
Oh! tell me, and ſuſtain my failing Faith. _ he 
Arp. Imagine ſomewhat exquiſitely fine, | 
Which Fancy cannot paint, which the pleas d Mind 
Can barely know, unable to deſcribe it; | 


4 Imagine, tis a Tract of endleſs Joys, 
* Without Satiety, or In jon; 
Imagine tis to meet, anc no more. 
Mon. Grant, gentle Heav'n, that ſuch may be our Lot! 
Let us be bleſt rogether, — Oh ! my Soul! 
Build on that Hope, and let it arm thy Courage, 
To ſtrupple with the Storm, that parts us now, 
wy Yes! my Moneſes, now the Surges riſe, 
The Swelling Sea breaks in between our Barks, 
And drives us to our Fate on different Rocks. 
Farewel! — my Soul lives with thee. 
Mon. Death is parting, | 
- Tis hs ay ſad at way 'rwixt Soul and Bod, | 
ut this is ſomewhat worſe—— my Joy, my Comfort 1 
All that was left in Life, fleets after = RON | 
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My aking Sight hangs on thy parting Beauties, 
Thy 3 — all — in Floods of Sorrow! 
$o finks the ſetting Sun beneath the Waves, 
And leaves the Traveller in pathleſs Woods, 
Benighted and forlorn, — Thus with fad Eyes 
Weſtward he turns, to mark the Light's decay, 
Till having loſt the laſt faint Glimpſe of Day, 
Chearleſs, in darkneſs, he purſues his way. 
Exeunt Moneſes and Arpaſia ſeverally, 


ACT III. 8SCENE l. 
SCENE the Inſide of the Royal Tent- 


Enter Axalla, Selima, and Women Attendants. 


Ax. AN there be ought in Love, beyond this Proof, 
This wond'rous Proof, I give thee of my Faith? 
To tear thee from my bleeding Boſom thus? | 
To rend the Strings of Life, to fer thee free, 
And yield thee to a cruel Father's Power, 
Foe to my Hopes? What can'ſt thou pay me back, 
What but thy ſelf (thou Angel) fer this Fondneſs? 
Sel. Thou doſt upbraid gar as I am, 
ty of Love. 
Perhaps thou think'ſt, tis nothing for a Maid 
To ſtruꝑgle thro' the Niceneſs of her Sex, 
The Bluſhes, and the Fears, and own ſhe loves: 
Thou think'ſt, tis nothing for my artleſs Heart 
To own my Weakneſs, and confeſs thy Triumph. 
Ax. Oh! yes, I own it; my charm'd Ears ne er knew 
A Sound of ſo much Rapture, ſo much Joy. 
Not Voices, Inſtruments, not warbling Birds, 
Not Winds, not murm'ring Waters join'd in Conſort; 
Not tuneful Nature, not th according Spheres 
Veter ſuch Harmony, as when my Selina 


With down-caſt Looks, and Bluſkes, ſaid,—=T loye —— 
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Should doom thy Beauties to another's Bed? 
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Sel. And yet thou ſay ſt, I am a Niggard to thee: 

] ſwear the Ballance ſhall be held between us, 

And Love be Judge, if after all the Tenderneſs, 


Tears, and Confution of my Virgin Soul, | 
Thou ſhould'ſt complain of ought, unjuſt Axalla ! 


Ax. Why was | ever bleſt? — Why is Remembrance 


Rich with a thouſand pieating Images 
Of paſt Enjoyments, ſince 'tis but to plague me? 


When thou art mine no more, what will it eaſe me 


To think -of all the Golden Minures paſt, | 
To think, that thou wert kind, and I was happy? 
But like an Angel fall'n from Bliſs, to curſe 
My preſent State, and mourn the Heav'n I've loſt. 
Sel. Hope better for us both ; nor let thy Fears, 

Like an unlucky Omen, croſs my way. 
My Father, rough and ſtormy in his Nature, 
To me was always gentle, and, with F 
Paternal, ever met me with a Bleſſing. 
Oft when Offence had ftir'd him to ſuch Fury, 
That not grave Counſellors for Wiſdom fam'd;. 
Nor hardy Captains that had fought his Bartels, 
Preſum'd to ſpeak, but ſtruck with awful Dread, 
Were buſh'd as Death; yet has he ſmil'd on me, 
Kiſr'd me, and bad me utter all my Purpoſe; 
Till, with my idle Prattle, I had ſooth'd him. 
And won him from his Anger. 

Ax. Oh! 1 know, | | 
Thou haſt a Tongue to charm the wildeſt Tempers; 
Herds would forget to grzze, and Savage Beaſts 
Stand till, and loſe their Fierceneſs, but to hear thee, 
As if they had Reflexion, and by Reaſon 
Forſook a leſs Enjoyment for a greater. 
But oh! when I reyolve each Circumſtance, 
My Chriſtian Faith, my Service cloſely bound 
To Tamerlane my Maſter, and my Friend: 
Tell me (my Charmer) if my Fears are vain? 
Think what remains for me, if the fierce Sultan 


* 


32 TAMERLANE: 


| FED + hae 
Sel. Tis a fad Thought; but to appeaſe thy Doubtsz. * {of 
Here in the awful'Sight of Heav'n, I vow, Bay 
No Pow'r ſhall &er divide me from oy Love, Could 
Ev'n Duty ſhall not force me to befalle: Ev'n 
My cruel Stars may tear thee from my Arms, My] 
But never from my Heart; and when the Maids Came 
Shall yearly come with Garlands of freſh Flow'rs; ya 
To mourn with pious Office o'er my Grave, Atter 
They ſhall fit ſadly down, and weeping tell, To { 
How well I lov'd, how much I ſuffer'd for thee. 25 1 
And while they grieve my Fate, ſhall praiſe my Conſtancy. With 
Arx. But ſee! the Sultan comes! —— my beating Heart (The 
Bounds with exulting Motion; Hope and Fear Sterr 
Fight with alternate Conqueſt in my Breaſt. Thy 
Oh! Can I give her from me? Yield her up? Rect 
Now mourn, thou God of Love, ſince Honour triumphs, And 
And crowns his cruel Altars with thy Spoils. | | Den 
Enter Bajazet. | B 
Baj. To bave a nauſeous Courteſie fore d on me Tell 
Spight of my Will, by an inſulting Foe, —— All! 
Ha ! they wou d break the Fierceneſs of my Temper, My 
And make me ſupple for their {laviſh purpoſe: The 
Curſe on their fawning Arts; from Heav'n it ſelf For 
I wou'd not on ſuch Terms-receive a Benefit, Th 


But ſpurn it back upon the Giver's Hand. 
Sel. My Lord; my Royal n. forward We 
Baj. Ha! what art thou? and kneels to Bajazet. Sad 

What heavenly Innocence? that in a Form 

So known, fo loy'd; haſt left thy Paradiie, 

For joyleſs Priſon, for this Place of Woe! 

Art thou my Selimu ? 8 
Sel. Have you forgot me? 

Alas my Piety is then in vain; 

Your Selima, your Daughter hom you lov'd, 

The Fondling once of her dear Father's Arms, 

Is come to claim her ſhare in his Misfortunes; 

To wait, and tend him with obſequious Duty; 

To ſit, and weep for every Care he feels; 
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To help to wear the tedious Minutes out, 
To ſoften Bondage, and the loſs of Empire. 3 
Baj. Now by our Prophet! If my wonnded Mind 
Could know a Thought of Peace, it would be now); 
Ev'n from thy prating Infancy thou wert 
My Joy, my little Angel; ſmiling Comfort 
Came with thee till to glad me: Now I'm curs d 
Ev'n in thee too; Reproach and Infamy | _— 
Attend the Criſtian Dog, to whom thou wert truſted: | 1 
To ſes thee here! —— t were better ſe thee dead. "= 
Ax. Thus Tamerlane, to Royal Bajaxet, : 
With Kingly Greeting ſends : Since with the Brave, 
(The bloody Bus'neſs of the Fight once ended) 
Stern Hate and Oppoſition ought to ceaſe; 
Thy Queen already to thy Arms reſtor'd, 
Receive this ſecond Gift, thy beauteous Daughter: 
And if there be ought farther in thy Wiſh, 
Demand with Honour, and obtain it freely. 
Baj. Bear back thy tulſom Greeting tothy Maſter, 
Tell him, I'Il none ont: Had he been 2 God, 
All his Omnipotence could not reſtore 
My Fame diminiſt/d, loſs of Sacred Honour, 
The Radiancy of Majeſty eclips'd. 
For ought beſides, it is not worth my Care 
The Giver, and his Gifts are both beneath me: 
Ax. Enough of War the wounded Earth has known; 
Weary at length, and waſted with Deſtruction, 
Sadly ſhe rears her ruin'd Head, to ſhew 
Her Cities humbled, and her Countries ſpoikd, 
And to her mighty Maſters ſucs for Peace, 
Oh, Sultan! by the Pow'r Divine I ſwear ! 
With Joy I wou'd reſign the Savage Trophies 
In Blood and Battle gain d, could I attone 
The fatal Breach *twixt thee and Tamerlane; 
And think a Soldier's Glory well beſtow d, 
To buy Mankind a Peace. | 
Baj, And what art thou? 
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Of angry Kings? 
Ax. A Prince, born of the nobleſt, 
And of a Sodl that anſwers to that Birth, 
That dares not but do well. Thou doſt put on 
A forc'd Forgetfulneſs, thus not to know me, 
A Gueſt ſo lately to thy Court, then meeting 
On god Terms. * * | 
Sel. d ought efface the Merit | | 
Of brave Axalla s Name, yet when your Daughter 
Shall tell, how well, how nobly ſhe was us'd; 
How light this gallant Prince made all her Bondage 
Moſt ſure the Royal Bajazet will own, 
That Honour ſtands indebtes to ſuch Goodneſs, | 
Nor can a Monarch's Friendſhip more than pay it. [well — 
Baj. Ha! Know'ſt thou that fond Girl ? Go — tis not 
And when thou could'ſt deſcend to take a Benefit 
From a vile Chriſtian, and thy Father's Foe, 
Thou didſt an Act diſhoneſt to thy Race; 
Henceforth, unleſs thou mean ſt to cancel all 
My Share in thee, and write thy ſelf a Baſtard; 
Die, Starve, know any Evil, any Pain, 
Rather than taſte a Mercy from theſe Dogs. 
Sel. Alas! Axalla ! 
Ax, Weep nor, lovely Maid; 
I ſwear, one pearly Drop from thoſe fair Eyes 
Would over-pay the Service of my Life; 
One Sigh trom thee has made a large amends 
For all thy angry Father's Frow¾yns and Fierceneſt. 

* Baj. Oh! my curs d Fortune! am l fall'a thus low? 
Diſhonour'd to my Face? thou Earth-born thing, i 
Thou Clod! how haſt thou dard to lift thy Eyes 
Up to the Sacred Race of mighty Ottoman: 

Whom Kings, whom ev'n our Propher's holy Offspring 
Ar diſtance have beheld ; and what art thou? 
What glorious Titles blazon out thy Birth ? 
Thou vile Obſcurity ! Ha! fay —— thou baſe one. 
Ax. Thus challeng'd Virtue, modeſt as ſhe is, 
Stands up to do her ſelf a common Juſtice, 
7 To 
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To anſwer, and aſſert that inborn Merit, 9 — 
That Worth, which conſcious to her ſelf ſhe feels. 
Were Honour to be ſcan'd by long Deſcent, 
From Anceſtors Illuſtrious, 1 could vaunt 
A Lineage of the greateſt, and recount | 
Among my Fathers. Names of antient Story, 
Heroes, and God-like Patriots, who ſubdud 
The World by Arms and Virtue, and being Romans 
Scorn'd to be Kings; but that be their own Praiſe 3 
Nor will I borrow Merit from the Dead; 
My ſelf an Undeſerver. I could prove | 
My Friendſhip ſuch, as thou might'ſt deign t accept 
With Honour, when it comes with friendly Office, 
To render back thy Crown, and former Greatneſs: 
And yet ev'n this, ev'n all is poor, when Selima 
With matchleſs Worth weighs down the adverſe Scale. 
Baj. To give me back what yeſterday took from me, 
Wou'd be to give like Heay'n, when having finiſh'd 
This World, (the goodly Work of his Creation) 
He bid his Favourite, Man, be Lord of all, 
But this —— | 
Ax. Nor is this Gift beyond my Power; 
Oft has the mighty Maſter of my Arms 
Urg'd me, with large Ambition to demand 
Crowns and Dominions from his bounteous Power: 
*Tis true, I wav'd the Proffer, and have held it 
The worthier Choice, to wait upon his Virtues, 
To be the Friend and Partner of his Wars, 
Than to be Aſia s Lord: Nor wonder then, 
If, in the Confidence of ſuch a Friendſhip, 4 
I promiſe boldly for the Royal Giver, 
Thy Crown, and Empire. 
Baj. For our Daughter thus 
Mean'ſt thou to barter? ha! I tell thee Chriſtian; 
There is but one, one Dowry, thou canſt give, 
And I can ask, worthy my Daughter's Love. 
Ax, Oh! name the mighty Ranſom, task my Power, 
Let there be Danger, Difficulty, Death, | 
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T* enhance the Price. 
Baj. I take thee at thy Word. 
Bring me the Tartar's Head. 
Ax. Ha! | | 
Baj. Tamerlane's, : 
Thar Death, that deadly Poiſon to my Glory. 
Ax. Prodigious! Horrid! | 
Sel. Loſt! for ever loſt! f 
Baj. And could ſt thou hope to bribe me with ought elſc? 
With a vile Peace patch d up on ſlaviſn Terms? 
With tributary Kingſhip? No —— To merit 
A Recompence from me, ſate my Revenge. 
The Tartar is my Bane, I cannot bear him; 
One Heav'n and Earth can never hold us both; 
Still ſhall we hate, and with Defiance deadly 


Keep Rape alive, till one be loſt for ever; 


As if two Suns ſhould meet in the Meridian, 

And ftrive in fiery Combat for the Paſſage. 

Weep'ſt thou, fond Girl? Now as thy King, and Father, 
I charge thee, dive this Slave from thy remembrance: 
Hate ſhall be pious in thee ; * come, and join 


To curſe thy Father's Foes, # [Laying hold on her Hand. ; 


Sel. Undone for ever! 
Now Tyrant Duty, art thou yet obey'd? 
There is no more to give thee. Oh Axalla ! 


[ Bajazet leads out Selima, ſhe looking back on Axalla, 


Ax. Tis what I fear d; Fool that I was Yobey : 
The Coward Love, that could not bear her Frown, 
Has wrought his own Undoing. Perhaps, ev'n now, 
The Tyrant's Rage prevails upon her Fears. 

Fiercely he ſtorms, ſhe weeps, and ſighs, and trembles; 
But ſwears at length, to think on me no more. 

He bad me take ee. But, ob gracious Honour! 
Upon what Terms? My Soul yet ſhudders at it, 

And ſtands, but half recover'd of her Fright. 

The Head of Tamerlane ! monſtrous Impiety! 

Bleed, bleed to Death, my Heart, be Virtue's Martyr. - 
Oh, Emperor, I own I ovght to give thee | 


Some 
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Scme nobler Mark, than Dying, of my Faith: 
Then let the Pains I feel my Friendſhip prove, 7 
'Tis eaſier far to die, than ceaſe to love. [Exit Axalla, 


SCENE II. Tamerlane's Camp. 


Enter ſeverally Moneſes, and Prince of Tanais. 


Ie? Mon. If I not preſs untimely on bis Leiſure, 
vou would much bind a Stranger to your Service, 
To give me means of Audience from the Emperor. 
Fr. Moſt willingly, tho? for the preſent Moment 
We muſt entreat your ſtay ; he holds him private. 
Mon. His Council, I preſume. _— 
Pr. No; the Affair 
Is not of Earth, but Heav'n —— a Holy Man, 
(One whom our Propher's Law calls ſuch) a Derviſe 
Keeps him in Conference. 
Mon. Hours of Religion, 
Eſpecially of Princes, claim a Reverence, 
Nor will be interrupted. 
= Þ Pr. What his Buſineſs 


Imports, we know not : but with earneſt Sute 
This Morn he begg'd Admittance. Our great Maſter 
* (Than whom none bows more lowly to high Heayen) 
: In reyerend regard holds all that bear 
alla, Relation to Religion, and, on notice 
Of his Requeſt, receiv'd him on the inſtant. 
Mom. We will attend his Pleaſure, 
Enter Tamerlane, and a Derviſe. 
Tam. Thou bring'ſt me thy Credentials from the Higheſt. 
j From Alba, and our Prophet: Speak thy Meſſage, 
It muſt import the beſt and nobleſt Ends. 
Der. Thus ſpeaks our Holy Mahomer, who has giv'n thee 
To reign, and conquer: Ill doſt thou repay 
The Bounties of his Hand, unmindful o 
The Fountain, whence thy Streams of Greatneſs flow; 
Thou haſt forgot high Heav'n, haſt beaten down, 
And trampled on * Sanctity. 


LFxeunt. 


Tam. 


— 


Thou t2k*ſt into by Boſom, to thy Councils; 
They a e hy only Friends: The true Believers 
Mourn to behold thee favour this Axalla. 5 
Tam. 1 fear me, thou out-go'ſt the Prophet's Order 
And bring'ſt his venerable Name, to ſhelter 
A Rudeneſs ili becoming thee to uſe, 
Or me to ſuffer. When thou nam'ſt my Friend, 
Thou nam'ſt a Man beyond a Monk's diſcerning, 
Virtuous, and Great, a Warrior, and a Prince. 
Der. Heis a Chriſtian 3 there our Law condemns him, 
Altho' he were even all thou ſpeak'ſt, and more. 
Tam. Tis falſe; no Law Divine condemns the Virtuous, 
For differing from the Rules your Schools deviſe, 
Look round, how Providence beltows alike 
Sunſhine and Rain, to bleſs the fruitful Year, 
On different Nations, all of different Faiths; | 
And ( ho' by ſeveral Names and Titles worſhipp'd) 
Heav'n cakes the various Tribute of their Praiſe; 
Since all agree o own, at leaſt to mean, 
One beſt, one greateſt, only Lord of All. 
Thus when he view'd the many Forms of Nature, 
He found that all was good, and bleſt the fair Variety. 
Der. Moſt Imprious, and Profane!—nay,trown not, Prince 
Full of the Prophet, I deſpiſe the Danger 
Thy angry Power may threaten: I command thee 
To hem, and to obey ; ſince thus ſays Mahomes ! 
Why have I made thee dreadful to the Nations? 


=. 33 . TAMERLANE. 

TIX Tam. Now, as I am a Soldier, and a King, 

_ TE (The greateſt Names of Honour) do but make 

b * Thy Imputation out, and Tamerlane 
=_ Shall do thee ample Juſtice on himſelf: 

107 So much the Sacred Name of Heav'n awes me, 
= Cou'd I ſuſpect my Soul of harbouring ought 

14 To its Diſhonour, I would ſearch it ſtrictly, 

1 And drive th offending Thought with Fury forth. 
1 Der. Yes, thou haſt hurt our Holy Prophet's Honour, 
=. By foſte ing the pernicious Chriſtian Sect; 
F118 Thoſe, whom his Sword purſu'd with fell Deſtruction, 
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Why have I giv'n thee Conqueſt ? but to ſpread 

My facred Law ev'n to the utmoſt Earth, 

And make my Holy Mecca the World's Worſhip? 

Go on, and whereſoe er thy Arms ſhall proſper, 

Plant there the Prophet's Name: with Sword and Fire 
Drive out all other Fairhs, and let the World 


Confeſs him only. | 


Tam. Had be but commanded | 
My Sword to conquer all, to make the World 
Know but one Lord, the Task were not ſo hard; 
»Twere but to do what has been done already; | 
And Philip's Son, and Ceſar did as much: 

But to ſubdue th? unconquerable Mind, 

To make one Reaſon have the ſame Effect 
Upon all Apprehenfions ; to force this, 

Or this Man, juſt to think, as thou and I do; 
Impoſſible! Unleſs Souls were alike 

In all, which differ now like Human Faces. 

Der. Well might the Holy Cauſe be carry'd on, 
If Muſſulmen did not make War on Muſſulmen. 
Why hold'ft thou Captive a believing Monarch? 
Now, as thou hop'ſt to ſcape the Prophet's Curſe, 
Releaſe the Royal Bajazer, and join | 
With Force united, to deſtroy the Chriſtians. 

Tum. Tis well l've found the Cauſe that mov d thy Zeal. 
What ſhallow 8 thee on, | 
In hopes to fright me this way to compliance? 

— Our Prophet e _ 

Tam. No —— thou doſt belie him, 

Thou Maker of new Faiths ! that dar't to build 
Thy fond Inventions on Religion's Name. 
Religion's Luſtre is by native Innocence 
Divinely pure, -and ſimple from all Arts; 

You daub and dreſs her like a common Miſtreſs, 

The Harlot of your Fancies ; and by adding 

Falſe Beauties, which ſhe wants not, make the World 


Suſpect her Angel's Face is foul beneath, 


And wo not bear all Lights. Hence! I have foand thee: 
C 2 "" mn 
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Shall raiſe me from the Ground, and bid me liye, 
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Der. I have but one reſort. Now aid me, Prophet. [ Aſide. 
Yet have I ſomewhat further to unfold; 
Our Prophet ſpeaks to thee in Thunder * thus 
L* The Derviſe draws a conceal d Dagger, and offers 
zo ſtab Tamerlane. | 
Tam. No, Villain, Heav'nis watchful o er its Worſhippers, 
| ¶Hreſting the Dagger from him. 
And blaſts the Murderer's Purpoſe. Think, thou Wretch, 
Think on the Pains that wait thy Crime, and tremble 
When I ſhall doom thee 
Der. Tis but Death at laſt, | . 
And I will ſuffer greatly for the Cauſe 
That urg'd me firſt to the bold Deed. 
Tam. Oh, impious! 


Enthuſiaſm thus makes Villains, Martyrs. \ 


DLPauſing.] It ſhall be ſo—To die! *twere a Reward — 
Now learn the difference twixt thy Faith and mine: 
Thine bids thee lift thy Dagger to my Throat, 
Mine can forgive the Wrong, and bid thee liye. 
Keep thy own wicked Secret, and be ſafe: 
If thou continu'ſt ſtill to be the ſame, 
*Tis Puniſhment enough to be a Villain: 
If thou repent'ſt, I have gain'd one to Virtue, 
And am, in that, rewarded for my Mercy, _ 
Hence! from my Sight! — It ſhocks my Soul, to think 
That there is ſuch a Monſter in my Kind, [Exit Derviſe, 
Whither will Man's Impiety extend? 
Oh gracious Heav'n! do'ſt thou with-hold thy Thunder, | 
When bold Aſſaſſines take thy Name upon em, 
And ſwear, they are the Champions of thy Cauſe ? 
Enter Mone ſes. 1 
Mom. Oh, Emperor! before whoſe awful Throne kneeling 
h'afflicted never kneel in vain for Juſtice, 15 Tam. 
Undone, and ruin d, blaſted in my Hopes, 
Here let me fall before your ſacred Feet, 
And groan out my Misfortunes, till your Pity, 
(The laſt Support and Refuge that is left me) 


Tam, 
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Tam. Riſe, Prince, nor let me reckon up thy Worth, 
And tell, how boldly That might bid thee ask, 
Leſt I ſhould make a Merit of my Juſtice, 
The common Debt I owe to thee, to All, 
Ev'n to the meaneſt of Mankind, the Charter : 
By which I claim my Crown, and Heay'n's Protection: 
Speak then as to a King, the Sacred Name 
Where Pow r is lodg d, for Righteous Ends alone. 
Mon. One only Joy, one Bieffing, my fond Heart 
Had fix d its Wiſhes on, and that is loſt; 
That Siſter, for whoſe Safety my fad Soul 
Endur d a thouſand Fears. 
Tam, I well remember, 
When- ere the Battle join'd, I ſaw thee firſt, 
With Grief uncommon to a Brother's Love, 
Thou told'it a moving Tale of her Mistorrunes, 
Such as beſpoke my Pity, Is there ought 
Thou canſt demand from Friendſhip ? ask and have it. 
Mon. Firft, oh] let me entreat your Royal Goodnels! - 
Forgive the Folly of a Lover's Caution, 
That forg'd a Tale of Falſhood to deceive you: 


Said I, ſhe was my Sifter ?—— Oh! 'tis falſe, 


She holds a dearer Intereſt in my Soul, 

Such as the cloſeſt ties of Blood ne er knew: 

An Int'reſt, ſuch as Pow'r, Wealth and Honour 

Can't buy, but Love, Love only can beſtow; 

She was the Miſtreſs of my Vows, my Bride, 

By Contract mine; and long ere this, the Prieſt 

Had ty'd the Knot for ever, had not Baja 
Tam. Ha! Bajazet! — If yet his Pow'r with-holds + 

The Cauſe of all thy Sorrows, all thy Fears, D 

Ev'n Gratitude for once ſhall gain upon him, 

Spight of his Savage Temper, to reſtore her. 

This Morn a Soldier brought a Caprive Beaury, 

Sad tho' ſhe ſeem'd, yet of a Form moſt rare, 

By much the nobleſt Spoil of all the Field: 

Ev'n Scipio, or a Victor more cold, | 

Might have forgot bis 2 at her fight. 
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Struck with a pleaſing Wonder, I beheld her, 
Till by a Slave that waited near her Perſon, 
I learnt ſhe was the Captive Sultan's Wife; 
Strait I forbid my Eyes the dangerous Joy 
Of gazing long, and ſent her to ber Lord. 

Mon. There was Moneſes loſt, Too ſure my Heart 
(From the firſt mention of her wond*rous Charms) 
Preſag'd it cou'd be only my Arpaſia. 

Tam. Arpaſia! didſt thou ſay ? 

Mon. Yes, my Arpaſza, : 

Tam. Sure I miſtake, or fain I would miſtake thee; 

I ram'd the Queen of Bajaxet, bis Wife. 

Mon. His Queen! His Wife! He brings that Holy Title 
To varniſh o'er the monſtrous Wrongs he has done me, 

Tam. Alas! 1 fear me, Prince, thy Griefs are juſt; 
Thou art indeed unhappy — _ 


Mon, Can you pity. me, 


And not redreſs? * Oh, Royal Tamerlave! [ Kneeling. 


Thou Succour of the Wretched, reach thy Mercy, 
To fave me from the Grave, and from Oblivion; 
Be gracicus to the Hopes that wait my Youth, 
Oh! let not Sorrow blaſt me, leſt I wither, 

And fall in vile Diſkonour. Let thy Juſtice 
Reſtore me my Arpaſia ; give her back, 

Back to my Wiſhes, to my Tranſports give her. 


To my fond, reſtleſs, bleeding, dying Boſom; 


Oh! give her to me yet while I bave Life 
To bleſs thee for the Bounty. Oh, . 

Tam, Unhappy Royal Youth, why doſt thou ask, 
What Honour muſt deny? Ha! Is ſhe not 
His Wife, whom he has wedded, whom enjoy'd? 
And would'ſt thou have my partial Friendſhip break 
That Holy Knot, which ty'd once, all Mankind 
Agree to hold Sacred, and Undiſſolvable? 
The Brutal Violence would ſtain my Juſtice, 
And brand me with a Tyrant's hated Name 
To late Poſterity. ; 
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Men. Are then the Vows, 
The Holy Vows we regiſter'd in Heav'n, 
But common Air? 
Tam. Could thy fond Love forget 
The Violation of a firſt Enjoy ment? 
But Sorrow has diſturb'd and hurt thy Mind. 
Mon. Perhaps it has, and like an idle Madman, 
That wanders with a Train of hooting Boys, 
do a chouſand things to ſhame my Reaſon. 
Then let me fly, and bear my Follies with me | 
Far, far from the World's Sight; Honour, and Fame, 
Arms, and the glorious War ſhall be forgotten: 
No noble found of Greatneſs, or Ambition, 
Shall wake my drowſie Soul from her dead Sleep, 
Till the {aft Trump do ſummon. 
Tam. Let thy Virtue 
Stand up, and anſwer to theſe warring Paſſions, 


That vex thy manly Temper. From the moment 


When firſt I ſaw thee, ſomething wondrous noble 
Shone thro* thy Form, and won my Friendſhip for thee, 
Without the tedious Form of long Acquaintance; 
Nor will I loſe thee poorly for a Woman. 
Come droop no more, thou ſhalt with me purſue 
True Greatneſs, till we riſe to Immortality; 
Thou ſhalt forget theſe leſſer Cares, Moneſes, 
Thou ſhalt, and help me to reform the World. 
Mon. So the good Genius warns his mortal Charge, 
To fly the evil Fate, that till purſues him, 
' Till it have wrought his Ruin. Sacred Tamerlane, 
Thy Words are as the Breath of Angels to rac: 
But oh! too deep the wounding Grief is fixt 
For any Hand to heal. 7 
Tam. This dull Deſpair 
Is the Soul's Lazineſs : Rouſe to the Combat, 
And thou art ſure to conquer. War ſhall reſtore theez 
The Sound of Arms ſhall wake thy martial Ardcur, 
And cure this amorous Sickneſs of thy Soul, 
Begun by Sloth, and nurs'd by too much Eaſe 3 
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The idle God of Love ſupinely dreams, 


Amidſt inglorious Shades and purling Streams; 
In rofie Fetters, and fantaſtick Chains, 
He binds deluted Maids and ſimple Swain, 
With ſoft Enjoymente, wooes em to forget 
The hardy Toils, and Labours of the Great. 
But if the warlike Trumpet's loud Alarms 
To virtuous Acts excite, and manly Arms; 
The Coward Boy avows his abje& Fear, 
On filken Wings Sublime he cuts the Air, | 
Scar'd at the noble Noiſe, and Thunder of the-War. 


LExeunt. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


SCENE, Bajazet's Tent. 


Enter Haly, and the Derviſe. 


Ha. T O 'ſcape with Life from an Attempt like this, 
Demands my Wonder juſtly. 
Der. True, it may; 
Bur *tis a Principle of his new Faith; 
Tis what his Chriftian Favourites have inſpir d, 
Who fondly make a Merit of Forgiveneſs, 
And give their Foes a ſecond Opportunity, 
If the firſt Blow ſhould miſs: Failing to ſerve 
The Sultan to my With, and ev'n deſpairing 
Of further means, tr effect his Liberty, 
A lucky Accident retriev'd my Hopes. 
Ha. The Prophet, and our Maſter will reward 
Thy Zeal in their hehalf: but ſpeak thy Purpoſe. 
Der. Juſt ent'ring here I met the Tartar General, 
Fierce Omar. ; 
Ha. He commands (if I miſtake not) 
This Quarter of the Army, and our Guards. 


Der. 


Der. 
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Der. The ſame ; by his ſtern Aſpe&, and the Fires 
That kindled in his Eyes, I gueſsd the Tumult 
Some Wrong bad rais d in his tempeſtuous Soul; 
A Friendſhip of old Date had giv'n me Privilege, 
To ask of his Concerns ; In ſhort I learn'd, 

That burning for the Sultan's beauteous Daughter. 
He had beg'd her, as a Captive of the War, 

From Tamerlane ; but meeting with denial = 

Of what be thought his Services might claim, 
Loudly he ſtorms, and curſes the Italian, 

As cauſe of this Affront: I join'd his Rage, 

And added to his Injuries, the Wrongs 

Our Prophet daily meets from this Axalla. 

But ſee, he comes. Improve what I ſhall tell 


And all we wiſh is ours, 

| [They ſeem ts talk together aſide 

Enter Omar. 

Om. No if forgive it, 
Diſhonour blaſt my Name; was it for this 
That I directed his firſt Steps to Greatneſs? | 
Taught him to climb, and made him what he is? 
When our great Cam firſt bent his Eyes towards him, 
(Then petty Prince of Parthia) and by me 
Perſuaded, rais'd him to his Daughter's Bed, 
Call'd him his Son, and Succeſſor of Empire: 
Was it for this, that like a Rock I ſtood, 
And ſtemm'd the Torrent of our Tartar Lords, 
Who ſcorn'd bis upſtart Sway? When Calibes 
In bold Rebellion drew ev'n half the Provinces 
To own his Cauſe. I, like hisbetter Angel, 
Stood by his ſhaking Throne, and fixt it faſt? - 
And am I now fo loſt to his Remembrance? 
That when I ask a Captive, he ſhall rell me, 
She is Axalla's Right, his Chriſtian Minion! 

Der. Allow me, valiant Omar, to demand, 
Since injur'd thus, why right you not your ſelf? 
The Prize you ask is in your Power, ; 
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4 TAMERN LANE. 
Om. It is, | 
And I will ſeize it, in deſpight of Tamerlane, 


And that Italian Dog. 
Ha. What need Force, 


| When every thing concurs to meet your Wiſhes? 


Our mighty Maſter would not wiſh a Son 
Nobler than Omar; from a Father's hand | 
Receive that Daughter, which ungrateful Tamerlane 
Has to your Worth deny'd. 
Om. Now by my Arms, 
It will be great Revenge. What will your Sultan 
Give to the Man that ſhall reſtore his Liberty, 
His Crown ? and give him Pow'r to wreck his Hatred 
Upon his greateſt Foe? 
Ha. All he can ask, 
And far beyond bis Wiſh, —— 
Om. Theſe Trumpets ſpeak 
The Emperor's Approach ; he comes, once more, 
To offer Terms of Peace ; retire — within 
I will know farther, — he grows deadly to me, 
And curſe me, Prophet, if I not repay 
His Hate, with retribution full as mortal. 


[Trumpets; 


| [ Exenns, 
Scene draus, diſcovers Arpaſia lying ox a Caxch. 


A SONG to Sleep. By a Lady. 
O Thee, oh! gentle Sleep alone 


1s owing all our Peace, 
By Thee our Feys are heighten'd ſhown, 
By Thee our Sorrows ceaſe. 


The Nymph. whoſe Hand. by Fraud, or Force, 
Some Tyrant has poſſeſs d, 

By Thee. obtaining a Divoree, 
In her own Choice, is bleſt. 


Oh? ſtay; Arpaſia bids thee ſtay, 
The ſadly weeping Fair 

Conjures Thee, not to loſe in Day 
e Object of her Care, 


To 


Ram, eee 
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To graſp whoſe pleaſing Form ſhe ſbugtt 
— Mot ion chac d her Sleep, = #4 
Thus by our ſolves, are oftneſi wrought 
Tie Grief, for which we wee. | 
Arp. Oh! Death! thou gentle end of human Sorrows | 
Still muſt my weary Eye-lids vainly wake 
In tedious ExpeRation of thy Peace: | 
Why ſtand thy thouſand thouſand Doors ſtill open, 
To take the Wretched in? if ſtern Religion 1 
Guards every Paſſage, and forbids my Entrance? — 
Lucrece could bleed, and Poreia ſwallow Fire, 1 
When urg'd with Griefs beyond a mortal Sufferance; 


W > 


ed But here it muſt not be. Think then, Apaſta, 
Think on the Sacred Dictates of thy Faith, jo 
And let that arm thy Virtue, to perform | 
pets; What Caro's Daughter durſt not, Live Arpaſea, . 


And dare to be unhappy. 


Euter Tamerlans, and Attendants. LEY 
Tam. When Fortune ſmiles upon the Soldier's Arms, 

And adds ev'n Beauty to adorn his Conqueſt, | 
Yet ſhe ordains, the Fair ſhould know no Fears, 

No Sorrows, to pollute their lovely Eyes; 

But ſhould be us'd ev/n nobly, as her ſelf, 

The Queen and Goddeſs of the Warrior's Vows, — 

Such Welcome, as a Camp can give, fair Sultaneſz, 

We bope you have receiv'd ; Ir fhall be larger, 

And better as it may. 

Arp. Since I have born 5 

That miſerable Mark of fatal Greatneſs, 

I have forgot all difference of Conditions, 

Scepters and Fetters are grown equal to me, 

And the beſt Change, my Fate can bring, is Death; 
Tam, When Sorrow dwells in ſuch an Angel Form, 
Well may we gueſs, that thoſe above are Mourners; 
Virtue is wrong d, and bleeding Innocence * 
Suffers ſume wond'rous Violation here, 1 | 
To make the Saints look fad. Oh! teach my Power | 


To 
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To cure thoſe Ills, which you unjuſtly ſuffer, 
Leſt Heav'n ſhould wreſt it from my idle Hand, 
If I look on, and ſee you weep in vain. ; 
Arp. Not that my Soul diſdains the generous Aid 
Thy Royal Goodneſs proffers ; but oh ! Emperor, 
It is not in my Fate to be made happy: 
Nor will I liſten to the Cos ner, Hope; | 
But ſtand reſoly'd, to bear the beating Storm, 
That roars around me; ſafe in this alone, 
That I am not Immortal. —— Tho! *tis hard, 
"Tis wond'rous bard, when I remember thee 
(Dear Native Greece) and you, ye weeping Maids, 
That were Companions of my Virgin Youth: 
My noble Parents! Oh! the grief of Heart! 
The Pangs, that, for unhappy me, bring down 
Their reverend Apes to the Grave with Sorrow: 
And yet there is a Woe ſurpaſſing all; 
Ye Saints and Angels, give me of your Conſtancy, 
If you expect I ſhall endure it long. 
Tam. Why is my Pity all that I can give, 
To Tears like yours? And yet 1 fear tis all; 
Nor dare I ask, what mighty Loſs you mourn, 
Left Honour ſhould forbid to give it back. 
Arp. No, Tamerlane, nor did I mean thou ſhould'ft. 
Bur know (tho to the weakneſs of my Sex 
J yield theſe Tears) my Soul is more than Man. 
Think I are born a Greek, nor doubt my Virtue: 
A Greek! from whoſe fam'd Anceſtors of old, 
Rome drew the Patterns of her boaſted Heroes : 
They muſt be mighty Evils, that can vanquiſh 
A Spartan Courage, and a Chriſtian Faith. 
Enter Bajazet. 
Baj. To know no thought of Reſt! to have the Mind 
Still miniſtring freſh Plagues ! as in a Circle, 
Where one Diſhonour treads upon another; 
What know the Fiends beyond it?——#* Ha! by Hell! 


* Seeing Arp, and Tam. 
Tl ere wanted only this, to make me mad. 
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Comes he to triumph here? to rob my Love? 
And violate the laſt Retreat of Hoppineſs? 


Tam. But that I read upon thy frowning Brow, | 
That War yet lives, and rages in thy Breaſt; 


Once more (in pity to the ſuff ring World) 


I meant to offer Peace. 
Baj. And mean'ſt thou too 
To treat it with our Empreſs? and to barter 


The Spoils, which Fortune gave thee, for her Fayours? 


Arp. What wou d the Tyrant? LAſide. 
Baj. Seek ſt thou thus our Friendſhip ? ü 


* this the Royal Uſage, thou didſt boaſt? 


Tam, The boiling Paſſion that diſturbs thy Soul. 
Spreads Clouds around, and makes thy Purpoſe dark. — 
Unriddle what thy myſtick Fury aims at. | 

Baj. Is it a Riddle? Read it there explain d, 
There in my Shame. Now judge me thou, O Prophet, 
And equal Heav'n, if this demand not Rage ! 

The Peaſant-Hind, begot, and born to Slavery, 
Yet dares afſert a Husband's ſacred Right, 

And guard his homely Couch from Violation, 
And ſhall a Monarch tamely bear the Wrong, 


Without complaining? 


Tam. If I could have wrong'd thee, 

If conſcious Virtue, and all-judging Heav'n 

Stood not between, to bar ungovern'd Appetite; 

What hinder'd, but in ſpight of thee, my Captive, 

I might have us'd a Victor's boundleſs Power, 

And ſated every Wiſh my Soul could form? 

But to ſecure thy Fears, know, Bajaxet, 

This is among the Things I dare not do. | 
Baj. By Hell! *ris falſe ; elſe, wherefore art thou preſent? 

What cam'ſt thou for. but to undo my Honour? 

I found thee holding amorous Parly with her, 

Gazing, and gloting on her wanton Eyes, 

And bargaining for Pleaſures yet to come; 

My Lite, I know, is the devoted Price, 

But take it, I am weary of the Pain. 
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Tam. Vet Cer thou raſbly urge my Rage too far, 
J warn thee to take heed ; I am a Man, 
And have the Frailties comman to Man's Nature, 
The fiery Seeds of Wrath are in my Temper, 
And may be blown up to fo fierce a Blaz-, 


As Wiſdom cannot rule. Know, thou haſt toucht me 


En in the niceſt, tendereſt part, my Honour. : 
My Honour! which, like Pow'r, diſdains being queſtion'd ; 
Thy Breath has blaſted my fair Virtue's Fame, 
And mark'd me for a Villain, and a Tyrant. 
Arp. And ſtand | here an idle Looker on? 
To ſee my Innocence murder'd and mangled 
By barbarous Hands ? nor can revenge the Wrong. 
Art thou a Man, and dar'ſt thou uſe me thus? [| ToBaz, 
Haſt thou not torn me from my Native Country? 
From the dear Arms of my lamenting Friends ? 
From my SouPs Peace, and from my injur' d Love? 
Haſt thou not ruin'd, blotted me for ever, 
And driv'n me to the brink of black Deſpair ; 
And is it in thy Malice yet, to add ; 
A Wound more deep, to fully my white Name, 
My virtue — | 
Baj. Yes, thou haſt thy Sexes Virtues, | 
Their Affectation, Pride, Ill-· Nature, Noiſe, 
Proneneſs to change, ey'n from the Joy that pleas'd em: 
So gracious is your Ido}, dear Variety, 
That for another Love you would forego 
An Angel's Form, to mingle with a Devil's; 
Through ev'ry State, and Rank of Men you wander; 
Till ev'n your large Experience takes in all 
The different Nations of the Peopled Earth. | 
Arp. Why ſought thou not from thy own Impious Tribe 
A Wife, like one of theſe? for ſuch thy Race 
(If humane Nature brings forth ſuch) affords. 
Greece, for chaſte Virgins fam'd, and pious Matrons, 
Teems not with Monſters, like your Twkiſþ Wives; 
Whom guardian Eunuchs, hapgard and deform'd, 
Whom Walls and Bars make honeſt by conſtraint. of 
| | Know, 


Know, I deteſt, like Hell, the Crime thou mention it; . 
Not that I fear, or reverence thee, thou Tyrant: 

But that my Soul, conſcious of whenee it ſprung, 

Sits unpolluted in its ſacred Temple, 

And ſcorns to mingle with a Thought ſo mean. 

Tam. Oh Pity! that a Greatneſh ſo divine 
Should meet a Fate ſo wretched, ſo unequal —» 

Thou blind and wilful, to the Good that courts thee; [Tb Bei 
With open-handed Bounty Heav'n purſues thee, | 
And bids thee (undeſerving as thou art, | 

And monſtrous in thy Crimes) be happy yet: 

Whilſt thou, in Fury, do'ſt avert che Blatſings, 

And art an evil Genius to thy ſelf. 

Baj. No — Thou! thou art my greateſt Curſe on Earths 
Thou, who haſt robb'd: me af my Crawn and Glory, 
And now purſu'ſt me to the Verge of Life, h 
To ſpoil me of my Honour. Thou! thou Hypoctite! 
That wear'ſt a Pageant out-fide ſhew of Virtue, 

To cover the hot Thoughts that glow within, 
Thou rank Adulterer! | 

Tam. Oh ! that thou wert 
The Lord of all thoſe Thouſands, that lie breathleſs 
On yonder Field of Blood : That I again 
Might hunt thee in the Face of Death and Danger, 
Through the tumultuous Battle, and there force thee, 
Vanquiſh'd and fiaking underneath my Arm, 

To own, thou haſt tradue'd me, like a Villain. 

Baj. Ha! does it gall thee, Tartar? By R 
It joys me much, to find thou feel'fſt my Fury. 

Yes! | will Eccho to thee, thou Adulterer! 
Thou doſt profane the Name of King and Soldier, 
And like a Rufftan-Bravo cam'ſt with Force 
To violate the Holy Marriage Bed. 5 

Tam. Wer't thou not ſhelter'd by thy abject State, 
The Captive of my Sword, by my juſt Anger! 

My Breath, like Thunder, ſhould confound thy Pride, 
And doom thee dead, this-jaftant, with a Word. 


Baj. Tis falſe! my Fate'saboye thee, and thou dar'ſt not. | 
| Tamt . 


* 
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Tam. Ha! darenot? Thou haſt rais'd my pond'rous Rage, 


And now it falls to cruſh thee at a Blow. 
A Guard thee, —* Seize and drag him to his Fate. 


[* Enter a Guard, they ſeize Bajazet! 


Tyrant, I'll do a double Juſtice on thee, 
At once revenge my ſelf, and all Mankind. 

Baj. Well do'ſt thou, e er thy Violence and Luſt 
Invade my Bed, thus to begin with Murder; 
Drown all thy Fears in Blood, and fin ſecurely. 

Tam. Away! —— 

Arp. kneeling.] Oh ftay! I charge thee, by Renown ; 
By that bright Glory, thy great Soul purſues! 

Call back the Doom of Death, 

Tam. Fair injur'd Excellence, | 
Why doſt thou kneel, and waſte ſuch precious Pray'rs; 
(As might ev'n bribe the Saints to partial Juſtice) 

For one to Goodneſs loſt? who firſt 'undid thee, 
Who till purſues, and 2ggravates the Wrong. 

Baj. By Alha! no will not wear a Life 
Bought with ſuch vile Diſhonour. 
At once from Infamy, and thee, thou Traytreſs! 

Arp. No matter, tho' the whiſtling Winds grow loud, 
And the rude Tempeſt roars, *tis idle Rage, | 
Oh! mark it not. But let thy ſteady Virtue 
Be conftant to its Temper ; fave his Life, 

And fave Arpaſia from the ſport of Talkers. 
Think, how the buſie, medling World ſhall toſs. 
Thy mighty Name about, in ſcurril Mirth; 
Shall brand thy Vengeance, as a foul Defign, 
And make ſuch ' monſtrous Legends of our Lives, 
As late Poſterity ſhall bluſh in reading. 

am. Ob marchleſs Virtue! Yes, I will obey; 
Tho' Laggard in the Race, admiring yet, 
I will purſue the ſhining Path thou tread'ſt. 
Sultan, be ſafe, Reaſon reſumes her Empire, 5 The Guards 
And I am cool again. — Here break we off releaſe Baj. 
Leſt further Speech ſhould miniſter new Rage, 

Wiſely 


3 


Death ſhall free me 
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Wiſely from dangerous Paſſions I retreat, 
To keep a Conqueſt, which was hard to get: | 
And oh! *tis time I ſhou'd for Flight prepare, + 39 
A War more fatal ſeems to threaten there, 1 
And all my Rebel - blood affiſts the Fair: 
One moment more, and I too late ſhall find, NY" 
That Love's the ſtrongeſt Pow'r that lords it o'er the Mind. 
Exit Tamerlane followed by the Guards. 
Baj. To what new Shame, what Plague am I reſerv d? 
Why did my Stars refuſe me ro die warm? 
While yet my Regal State ſtood unimpeach d. 
Nor knew the Curſe of having One above me; 
Then too (altho by force I graſpt the Joy) 
My Love was ſafe, nor felt the rack of doubt: 
Why haſt thou forc'd this nauſeous Life upon me? 
Is it to triumph over me? But I will, 1 
I will be free, I will forget thee all; 
The Bitter and the Sweet, the Joy and Pain, 
Death ſhall expunge at once, and eaſe my Soul, 
Prophet, take notice, I diſclaim thy Paradiſe, 
Thy fragrant Bowers, and everlafting Shades, 
Thou haſt plac'd Woman there, and all thy Joys are tainted? 
[Exit Bajazer, 
Arp. A little longer yet, be ſtrong, my Heart, 
A little longer let the buſie Spirits | 
Keep on their chearful round. It wo'not be: 
Love, Sorrow, and the Sting of vile Reproach, 
Succeeding one another in their Courſe, | 
Like Drops of eating Water on the Marble, 
At length have worn my boaſted Courage down: 
I will indulge the Woman in my Soul, | 
And give a looſe to Tears, and to Impatience; 
Death is at laſt my due, and I will have it. _—— 
And ſee, the poor Moneſes comes to take 
One ſad Adieu, and then we part for ever. 
Enter Moneſes. 
Mon. Already am I onward of my way; 
Thy tuneful Voice comes like a hollow Sound 
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At diſtance to my Ears. My Eyes grow heavy» 1 ſwear, 
And all the glorious Lights of Heav'n look dim; Has ſore 
"Tis the laſt Office they ſhall ever do me, Seem, as 
To view thee once, and then to cloſe and di. At near 
Arp. Alas! how happy have we been, Moneſes ? | Are vani 
Ye gentle Days; that onee were ours ; what Jays Amidft t 
Did every chearful Morning bring along? With Flc 
No Fears, no Jealouſies, no angry Parents, Inviting 
That for unequal Births, or Fortunes, frown'd ; 5, No Wart 
But Love, that kindly join'd our Hearts, to ble ſs us Diſturb t 
Made us a Bleſſing too to all beſides, | But in jui 
Mon. Oh! caſt not thy Remembrance back, Arpaſia. I 
"Tis Grief unutterable, tis Diſtraction! Baj. | 
But let this laſt of Hours be peaceful Sorrow; | By Mecc 
Here let me kneel, and pay my lateſt Vows; | Our Dau 
Be witneſs all ye Saints, thou Heav'n and Nature, Such W 
Be witneſs of my Truth, for you have known it; | That M. 
Be witneſs, that I never knew a Pleaſure, And ow 
In all the World cou'd offer, like Arpaſia; Thou h 
Be witneſs, that I liv'd but in ia; | And wt 
And oh! 2 2 — os kill'd me. K On | 
Arp. While thou art king, Li ins to fail, Have ſv 
And every tender Accent chills like = | To- moi 
Oh! let me haſte then yet, e er Day declines, The Da 
And the long Night prevail, once more, to tell thee Eer litt 
What, and how dear Mozeſes bas been to me. ln an a1 
What has he not been? All the Names of Love, The Le 
Brothers, or Fathers, Husbands, all are poor: Rais d 
Moneſes is my felf, in my fond Heart, Shall m 
Ev'n in my vital Blood he lives and reigns; Der. 
The laſt dear Object of my parting Soul Since b 
Will be Moneſes ; the laſt Breath that lingers To bis 
Within my panting Breaſt, ſhall ſigh Moneſes. Attende 
Mon, It is enough! Now to thy Reſt, my Soul, All, vyl 
The World and thou have made an end at once. And be 
Arp. Fain would I ſtill detain thee, hold thee ſtill: Ha, th 
Nor Honour can forbid, that we together With . 


Should ſhare the poor few Minutes that remain; Baj. 


* 


1 ſwear, methinks this ſad Society 

Has ſomewhat pleaſing in it. Death's dark Shades 

Seem, as we Journey on, to loſe their Horror: 

At near the Monſters form'd by Fear 

Are vaniſht all, and leave the Proſpect clear: 

Amidft the gloomy Vale, a pleaſing Scene 

With Flow'rs adorn'd, and never-fadiog Green, | 

Inviting ſtands to take the Wretched in. : | 

No Wars, no Wreags, no Tyrants, no Deſpairs 

Diſturb the Quiet of a Place ſo fair, 

But injur'd Lovers find Elixium there. [ Exenant. 
Enter Bajazet, Omar, Haly, and the Derviſe. 

Baj. Now by the glorious Tomb that ſhrinesour Prophet. 
By Mecca's ſacred Temple! here | ſwear! + 
Our Daughter is thy Bride; and to that Gift 
Such Wealth, ſuch Pow'r, ſuch Honours will I add, 

That Monarchs ſhall with Envy view thy State, 
And own, Thou art a Demy- God to them. 


Thou haſt giv'n me what I wiſh'd, Power of Revenge; | 


And when a King rewards, 'tis ample Retribution, 
Om. Twelve Tartar Lords, each potent in his Tribe, 
Have ſworn to own my Cauſe. and draw their Thouſands. 
To-morrow, from th ungrateful Parthian's (ide; 
The Day declining ſeems to yield to Night. 
E'er little more than half her Courſe be ended, 
In an auſpicious Hour prepare for Flight; 
The Leaders of the Troops thro which we paſs, 
Rais d by my Pow'r, devoted to my Service, 
Shall make our Paſſage ſecret, and ſecure. 
Der, Already, mighty Sultan, art thou ſafe, 
Since by yon paſſing Torches Light, I gueſs 
To bis Pavillion Tamerlane retires, 
Attended by a Train of waiting Courtiers, 
All, who remain within theſe Tents, are thine, 
And hail thee, as their Lord, 
Ha, th' Italian Prince, 
With ſad Moneſes, are not yet gone forth. 
Baj. Ha! With our Queen and Daughter ? 


* 
Om. 


* 
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Om. They are ours; 

J markt the Slaves, who waited on Axalla; 
They, when the Emperor paſt out, preſt on, 
And mingled with the Crowd, nor miſs d their Lord: 
He is your Pris'ner, Sir; I go this moment, | 

To ſeize, and bring him, to receive his Doom. | 

Baj. Haſte, Haly, follow, and ſecure the Greek; 

Him too I wiſh to keep within my Power. [Exit Hal. 

Der, If my dread Lord permit his Slaye to ſpeak, 
I would adviſe to ſpare Axallas Life, 
Till we are ſafe beyond the Parthian's Power: 
Him, as our Pledge of Safety, may we hold; 
And, could you gain him to aſſiſt your Flight, 
It might import you much. 

Baj. Thou Counſelbſt well; 
And tho I hate him, for he is a Chriſtian, 
And to my mortal Enemy devoted, 
Yet to ſecure my Liberty, and Vengeance, 
I wiſh he now were ours. 

Der. And ſee ! they come! 

Fortune repents, again ſhe courts your Side, 

And, with this firſt fair Offering of Succeſs, 

She woes you, to forget her Crime of yeſterday. 

Enter Omar with Axalla Priſoner, Selima following weeping. 

Ax. | wo'not call thee Villain, tis a Name 

Too holy for thy Crime; to break thy Faith, 

And turn a Rebel to ſo good a Mafter, 

Is an Ingratitude unmatch'd on Earth; 

The firſt revolting Angel's Pride cou'd only 

Do more, than thou haſt done. Thou Copy'ſt well, 
And keep'ſt the black Original in view. 

Om. Do, Rage, and vainly call upon thy Maſter, 
To fave his Minion; my Revenge has caught thee, 
And Iwill make thee curſe that fond Preſumption, 
That ſet thee on, to rival me in ought. 

Baj. Chriſtian, I hold thy Fate at my Diſpoſal, 
One only way remains to Mercy open, 


ir. 


J. 
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Be partner of my Flight, and my Revenge. 
And thou art ſafe. Thy other Choice is Death. 
om. What means the Sultan? 
Der. I conjure you, hold — | 
Your Rival is devoted to Deſtruction, [| 4{zde to Omar? 
Nor would the Sultan now defer his Fate | 
But for our com mon Safety — Liſten further. [#%iſpers, 
Ax, Then briefly thus. Death is the Choice I make; 
Since, next to Heav'n, my Maſter and my Friend 
Has Intereſt in my Life, and til! ſhall claim it. 
Baj. Then take thy Wiſh —— Call in our Mutes. 
Sel. My Father, | 
If yet you have not ſworn to caſt me off, 
And turn me out, to wander in Misfortune; 


If yet my Voice be gracious in your Ears; 


If yet my Duty and my Love offend nor, 
Oh! call your Sentence back, and fave Axalla. 

Baj. Riſe, Selima; the Slave deſerves to die, 
Who durft, with ſullen Pride, refuſe my Mercy: 
Yet, for thy fake, once more I offer Life. 

Sel. Some Angel whiſper to my anxious Sou] 
What I ſhall do to ſave bim. Oh! Axalla! 

Is it ſo eaſie to thee, to forſake me? | 
Can'ſt thou reſolve, with all this cold Indifference; 
Never to ſee me more? To leave me here 

The miſerable Mourner of thy Fate, 
Condemn'd,.to waſte my Widow'd Virgin Youth, 
My tedious Days and Nights in lonely Weeping, 
And never know the Voice of Comfort more? 

Ax, Search not too deep the Sorrows of my Breaſt; 


Thou ſay ſt, I am indifferent, and cold. 


Oh! is it poſſible, my Eyes ſhould tell 

So little of the fighting Storm within, 
Oh!] turn thee from me, ſave me from thy Beauties, 
Falſhood and Ruin all look lovely there, 

Oh ! let my lab'ring Soul yet ſtruggle thro) — 
Jill 1 would reſolye to die, and leave thee: 


* 
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Baj. Then let him die. He triſtes with my Favour; 80 0 
I bave too long attended his Reſolves. | * 
Sel. Oh! ſtay a Minute, yet a Minute longer; I Io Ba. And 
A Minute is a little ſpace in Life: ö At | 
There is a kind Conſenting in his Kyes; His 
And 1 ſhall win him to your Royal Will. ; The 
Obl my 4xalla! ſeem but to conſent [Te Axalla aſide. 
Unkind and Cruel, will you then do nothing? 
I find, I am net worth thy leaſt of Cares. _—_ 
Ax. Oh! labour not to hang Diſhonour on me: 
I could bear Sickneſs, Pain, and Poverty, | 
Thoſe mortal Evils worſe than Death, for thee. 
But this It has the force of Fate againſt us, 
And cannot be. Y 
Sal. See, ſee, Sir, he relents, [ To Bajazet, 
Already he inclines to own your Cauſe: Arp. 
A little longer, and he is all yours. 1 
Baj. Then mark how far à Father's Fondneſs yields: Som 
Till Midnight I defer the Death he merits, And 
And give him up till then to thy Perſuaſion. Ober 
| If by that time he meets my Will, he lives; Not 
—_—_ If not, thy ſelf ſhalt own, he dies with Juſtice. Ruſt 
= Ax. Tis but to lengthen Life upon the Rack? Deat 
1 I am reſolv'd already. : Tha 
| Sel. Oh! be ſtill, | And 
4 Nor raſhiy urge a Ruin on us both; ; Thy 
= *Tis but a moment more I have to ſave tbe. And 
= Be kind, auſpicious Aba, to my Pray r; | His 
= More for my Love, than for my Self, I fear; | 
=_ Neglect Mankind awhile, and make him all thy Care. B. 
1 | I[Ereant Axalla and Selima. To 1 
1 Baj. Moneſes | —= Is that Dog ſecur dꝰ Ano 
= Om. He is. | Spig 
Baj. ' Tis well — My Soul perceives returning Greatneſs, Spig 
As Nature feels the Spring. Ligbtly ſhe bounds, This 
And ſhakes Diſhonour, like à Burden, from her, In v. 
Once more Imperial; awful, and ber ſelf. To e 


So Still 
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The God grew terrible again, and was again ador d. 


His Miniſter appears. | 
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So when of old, Joe from the Titans fled, 3 
Ammon's rude Front his radiafit Face bely'd, 
And all the Majeſty of Heav'n lay hid. | 
At length by Fate ro Pow'r Divine reftor'd; 
His Thunder taught the World to know its Lord, 


LExeunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
SCENE, Bajazet's Text. 


| Enter Arpalia. 

Arp. 8 tis a Horror, more than Darknefs brings, 
That fits upon the Night; Fate is abroad. 

Some ruling Fiend hangs in the dusky Air, 

And ſcatters Rain, Death, and wild Diſtraction, 

O'er all the wretched Race of Man below: 

Not long ago, a Troop of gtiaſtly Slaves 

Ruſh'd in, and fore'd Moneſes from my Sight; 

Death hung fo heavy on his drooping Spirits, 

That ſcarcely could he fay Farewe! — for ever. 

And yet, methinks, ſome gentle Spirit whiſpers, 

Thy Peace draws near, Arpaſia, igh no more. 

And ſee the King of Terrors is at hand; | 


Enter Bajazet and Haly. 

Baj. aſide to * The reft I eave © 
To thy diſpatch. For oh! my faithful Haly, 
Another Care has taken up thy Mafter; 
Spight of the high-wrought Tempeſt in my Soul, 
Spight of the Pangs, which Jealouſie has coft me; 
This haughty Woman reigns within my Breaſt: 
In vain I ſtrive to put her from my Thoughts, 
To drive her out with Empire, and Revenge: 3 
Still ſhe comes back like à retiring Tide, mu 


That © 
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That Ebbs a while, but ſtrait returns again, 

And ſwells above the Beach- 

Ha. Why wears my Lord 

An anxious Thought for what his Pow'r commands? 

When in an happy Hour, you ſhall ere long | 

Have born the Empreſs, from amidſt your Fors, 
Sbe muſt be yours, be only, and all yours. 

Baj. On that depends my Fear. Yes! I muſt have her; 
T own, I will not, cannot go without her 
But ſuch is the Condition of our Flight, 

That ſhould ſhe not conſent, twould hazard all, 
To bear ber hence by force : Thus I reſolve then. 
By Threats, and Pray'rs, by ev'ry way to move her; 
If all prevail not, Force is left, at laſt; 
And I will ſet Life, Empire on the Venture, 
To keep her mine — Be near, to wait my Will. 
: [ Exit Haly; 
When laſt we parted, twas on angry Terms, 
Let the remembrance die, or kindly think 
That jealous Rage 1s bur a haſty Flame, 
That blazes out, when Love toe fiercely burns. | 
Arp. For thee to wrong me, and for me to ſuffer, 
Is the hard Leſſon that my Soul has learnt; 
And now I ſtand prepar'd for all to come: 
Nor is it worth my leiſure to diſtinguiſh, 
Tf Love, or Jealoufie commit the Violence; 
Each have alike been fatal to my Peace, 
Confirming me a Wrerch, and thee a Tyrant. 

Baj. Still to deform thy gentle Brow with Frowns! 
And ſtill to be perverſe! It is a manner | 
Abhorrent from the Softneſs of thy Sex: 

Women, like Summer Storms, a-while are Cloudy, 
Burſt out in Thunder, and impetuous Show'rs; 

But flrait the Sun of Beauty dawns abroad, 

And all the fair Horizon is ſerene, | | 

Arp. Then to retrieve the Honour of my Sex, 
Here I diſclaim that Changing, and Inconſtancy 
To Thee I will be ever, alam, 


Baj, 
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Baj. Thou ſay't, I am a Tyrant ; think fo ſtill, [7 


And let it warn thy Prudence, to lay hold 1 
On the good Hour of Peace, that courts thee now: - | y 
Souls form'd like mine, brook being ſcorn'd, but ill j 

Be well advis'd, and profit by my Patience, 


It is a ſhort-liv'd Virtue. 

Arp. Turn thy Eyes I 
Back on the Story of my Woes, Barbarian, = 
Thou that haſt violated all Reſpects Y 
Due to my Sex, and Honour of my Birth, 
Thou brutal Raviſher ! that haſt undone me, 
Ruin'd my Love! Can I have Peace with thee? 


| Ienpoſlible! firſt Heav'n and Hell ſhall join, | 


They only differ more, | 

Baj. I fee, tis vain, 

To court thy ſtubborn Temper with Endearment®. 
Reſolve this moment, to rerurn my Love, 

And be the willing Partner of my Flight, 

Or by the Prophet's holy Law! thou dy'ſt. 

Arp. And doſt thou hope to fright me with the Fantome? 
Death! Tis the greateſt Mercy thou can't give; | 
So frequent are the Murders of thy Reign, 

One Day ſcarce paſſing by unmark'd with Blood, 
That Children, by long uſe, have learnt to ſcorn it: 
Know, I diſdain to aid thy treach'rous purpoſe, 

And ſhould'ſt thou dare to force me, with my Cries 
I will call Heav'n and Earth ro my Aſſiſtance. 

Baj. Confuſion! doſt thou brave me? But my Wrath 
Shall find a Paſſage to thy ſwelling Heart, | 
And rack thee worſe, than all the Pains of Death. 

That Gresian Dog, the Minion of thy Wiſhes, _ 

Shall be dragg'd forth, and butcher'd in thy fights 

Thou ſhalt behold him, when his Pangs are terrible, 

Then, when he ſtares, and gaſps, and ſtruggles ſtrongly; 

Ev'n in the bittereſt Agony of dying; 

*Till thou ſhalt rend thy Hair, tear out thy Eyes, | 

And curſe thy Pride, a” I applaud my Vengeance; 
| 7 Arp, 


And Reſolution ſickens at the Thought; 
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. Oh! fatal Image! All my Pow'rs give way. 


A Flood of Paſſion riſes in my Breaſt, 

And labours fiercely upward to my Eyes. 

Come, all ye great Examples of my Sex, 

Chaſt Virgins, tender Wives, and pious Matrons; 
Ye holy Martyrs, who, with wond'rous Faith, 
And Conſtancy unſhaken, have ſuſtain'd 

The Rage of Cruel Men, and fiery Perſecution ; 
Come to my Aid, and teach me to defic 

The Malice of this Fiend. I feel, I feel 

Your facred Spirit arm me to Reſiſtance. 

Yes, Tyrant, I will ſtand this ſhock of Fate; 
Will live to triumph o'er thee, for a Moment; 
Then die well pleas'd, and follow my Moneſes. | 

Baj. Thou talk'ſt it well: But talking is thy Privilege, 
*Tis all the boaſted Courage of thy Sex; | 
Tho, for thy Soul, thou dar'ſt not meet the Danger. 

Arp. By all my hopes of Happineſs! I dare — 

y Soul is come within her ken of Heav'n; 

Charm'd with the Joys and Beauties of that place, 
Her Thoughts, and all her Cares ſhe fixes there, 
And tis in vain for thee to rage below: 
Thus Stars ſhine bright, and keep their place above, 
Tho' ruffling Winds deform this lower World. 

Baj. This Moment is the Tryal. 

Let it come; | 
This Moment then ſhall ſhew I am a Greek, 
And ſpeak my Country's Courage in my ſuff ring. 

Baj. tiere, Mercy, I diſciaim thee. Mark me, Traitreſs! 
My Love prepares a Victim to thy Pride, f 
And when it greets thee next, will be in Blood. [ Ex. Baj, 

Arp. My Heart beats higher, and my nimble Spirits 
Ride ſwiftly thro their purple Channels round: | 
*T'is the laſt blat e of Life: Nature revives 
Like a im winking Lamp, that flaſhes brightly 
With parting Light, and ſtrait is Dark for ever. 
ME 1 And 
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And ſee! my laſt of Sorrows is at hand: 
Neath and Moneſes come together to me; 
As if my Stars, that had ſo long been cruel, 
Grew kind at laſt, and gave me all | wiſh. with 
Enter Moneſes, guarded by ſome Mutes; others att ending 
24 Cup of Poiſon and a Bom. ſtring. 
Mon. I charge ye, O ye Miniſters of Fate, 
Be ſwitt to execute your Maſter's Will, 
Bear me to my Arpaſia; let me tell her, 
The Tyrant is grown kind. He bids me go, 
And die beneath her Feer. A Joy ſhoots thro 
My drooping Breaſt, as ofren, when the Trumpet 
Has call'd my yourhful Ardour forth to Battel 3 
High in my Hopes, and raviſht with the Sound, 
I have ruſh'd eager on amidſt the foremoſt, 
To purchaſe Victory, or glorious Death. 
Arp. fit be Happineſs. alas! to die, 
To lye forgotten in the filent Grave; 
To Love, and Glory loſt, and from amon 
The great Creator's Works expung'd and blotted, | 
Then very ſhortly ſhall we both be bappy. _ v4 
Mon. There is no room for Doubt, tis certain Bliſs; {I 
The Tyrant's cruel Violence, thy Loſs, | 
Already ſeem more light, nor has my Soul ; 
One unrepeated Guilt upon remembrance, 
To make me dread the Juſtice of hereafter 3 
But ſtanding now on the laſt Verge of Life, 
Boldly I view the vaſt Abyſs, Eternity, 
Eager to plunge, and leave my Woes behind me. 
Arp. By all the Truth of our paſt Lives I vow! 
To die ! appears a very nothing to me: 
But oh! Moneſes, fhould I not allow 
Somewhat to Love, and to my Sexes tenderneſs! 
| This very New, I could put off my Being. 
Without a Groan; but to behold thee die 
| Nature ſhrinks in me, at the dreadful Thought, 
4 Nor can my Conſtancy _ this Blow, 
2 2 
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Mon. Since thou art arm'd for all things, after Death, Love! 
Why ſhould the Pomp and Preparation of it Ruin i 
Be frightful to thy Eyes? There's not a Pain, | Bay, 
Which Age, or Sickneſs brings, the leaſt Diſorder, Ha. 
That vexes any part of this fine Frame, Arp 
Is full as grievous: All that the Mind feels Oh! 1 
Is much, much more. And ſee, I go to prove it. | The P 
Enter a Mute; he figns to the reſt, who proffer a Bow- Ev'a a 
ſtring to Moneſes. = Bewilc 
Arp. Think cer we part! At len 
Mon Of what? | Forget 
Arp. Of ſomething ſoft, | Weary 
Tender and kind, of ſomething wond'rous ſad. Bay: 
Oh ! my full Soul! | And te 
Mon. My Tongue is at a loſs, | Spight 
Thoughts crowd ſo faſt, thy Name is all I've left, And f 
My kindeſt! trueſt! dearell! beſt Arpaſia = 
| [ The Mutes ſtruggle with him. For ſe 
Arb. I have a thouſand thouſand Things to utter, The p 

A thcuſand more to hear yet. Barbarous Villains! , 


Give me a Minnte. Speak to me, Moneſes. 
Alen Speak to thee? Tis the Buſineſs of my Life: 
* Tis all the uſe I have for vital Air. 
Stand off ye Slaves! To tell thee that my Heart 
Is _ of thee ; that —＋ this dread moment 
My fond Eyes gaze with Joy and Rapture on wot 
2 nd Light it ſelf NG fo — ens 
3 2 *. and Attendants. 
Baj. Ha! wherefore lives this Dog? Be quick, ye Slaves“ 
And tid me of the Pain. . 
Mon. For only Death, 
And the laſt Night can ſhut out my Arpaſia. 
; [ The Mutes ſtrangle Moneſes, 
Arp. Oh! diſmal! tis not to be born; .. Ye Moraliſts, 
Ye Taikers, what are all your Precepts now ? i 
Patience! Diſtraction! blaſt the Tyrant, blaſt him! 


Avenging Lightnings, ſnatch him hence, ye Fiends! 


Love! 


? 
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Love! Death! Mone ſes! Nature can no more, | 
Ruin is on her, and ſhe finks at once. [She ſinls down. 

Baj. Help, Haly, raiſe her up, and bear her out. 8 

Ha. Alas !-ſhe faints. 

Arp. No, Tyrant, tis in vain; 

Oh! I am now beyond thy cruel Pow'r: : 

The Peaceful Slumber of the Grave is on me: 

Evy'a all the tedious Day of Life I've wander d, 

Bewilder'd with Misfortunes ; | 

At length tis Night, and I have reach'd my home: 

Forgetting all the Toils and Troubles paſt, 7H 

Weary I'll lay me down, and ſleep till Oh! [She dies. 
Baj. Fly, ye Slaves, 

And fetch me Cordials. No, ſhe ſhall not die. 

Spight of her ſullen Pride, 111 bold in Life, 

And force her to be bleſt againſt her Will. 
Ha. Already tis beyond the Power of Art; 

For ſee a deadly Cold has froze the Blood, 

The pliant Limbs grow Riff, and loſe their uſe, 

And all the animaring Fire is quench'd ; 

Ev'n Beanty too is dead ; an aſhy Pale 

Grows o'er the Roſes, the red Lips have loſt 

Their flagrant Hue, for want of that ſweet Breath 

That bleſt em with its Odours as it paſt. 

Baj. Can it be poſſible? Can Rage and Grief, ; 
Can Love and Indignation be ſo fierce, "ix 
So mortal in a Woman's Heart ? Confuſion! 

Is ſhe eſcap'd then? What is Royalty? 
. If thoſe, that are my Slaves, and ſhould live for me; 
n Can die, and bid Defiance to my Power. 
| Enter the Derviſe. 
Der. The valiant Omar ſends, to tell thy Greatneſs, 
The Hour of Flight is come, and urges haſte; 
ö. Since he deſrries, near Tamerlane's Pavilion, | \ 
Bright Troops of crowding Torches, who from thence 
On either Hand ſtretch far into the Night, 
And ſeem to form a ſhining Front of Battel. 
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Behold, ey'n from this place, thou may ſt diſcern em. 
{ Looking oat 
Baj. By Alba! yes! they caſt a Day around em. 
And the Plain ſeems thick ſet with Stars, as Heav'n. 
Ha! or my Eyes are falſe, they move this way. 
"Tis certain ſo, Fly, Hah, to our Daughter. [ Exit Haly, 
Let ſome ſecure the Chriſtian Prince Axalla :- 
We will be gone this Minute. | 
Enter Omar. 
Om. Loft! Undone! 
Baj. What mean'ſt thou? 
om. All our hopes of Flight are loft. 
Mirvan and Zama, with the Parthian Horſe, 
Encloſe us round, they hold us in a Toil. | 
Baj. Ha! whence this unexpeRed Curſe of Chance ? 
Om. Too late I tearnt, that early in the Night 
A Slave was ſuffer d, by the Princeſ Order, 
To paſs the Guard; I clove the Villain down, 
Who yielded to his Flight; but that's poor Vengeance. 
That Fugitive has rais'd the Camp upon us, | 
And unperceiv'd by favour of the Night, 
In filence they have march'd to intercept us. 
Baj. My Dauphter! oh! the Traitceſs! - 
Der. Vet, we have | 
Axalla in our Power, and angry Tamerlane 
Will buy bis Favourite's Life, on any Terms. 
Om. With thoſe few Fr.ends I have, I for a while 
Can face their Force; if they refuſe us Peace, 
Revenge ſhall ſweeten Ruin, and *rwill Joy me, : 
Jo drag my Foe down with me, in my Fall, [ExirOmm, 
Enter Haly, with Selima weeping. 
Bay. Sce where ſhe comes! with we'l-difſembled Inno- 
With Truth, and Faith fo lovely in her Face, [cence, 
As if ſhe durſt ev'n diſavow the Falſhood, —— 
Hop'f thou to make amends with triffing 8, 
For my loft Crown, and diſappointed Ve ice? 
Ungrateful Selma! thy Father's Curſe ! | 
Bring forth the Minion of her fooliſh Heart; 
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He dies this Moment. en e HG 

Ha. Would I could not ſpeak | | 
The Crime of fatal Love; the Slave who fled, ; 
By whom we are undone, was that Axalla. 

Baj. Ha! ſay'ſt thou? —— 

Ha. Hid beneath that vile Appearance, 
The Princeſs found a means for his Eſcape. 

Sel. I am undone! ev n Nature has diſclaim'd me! 
My Father! have I loſt you all? — My Father! 

Baj. Talk'ſt thou of Nature? who haſt broke her Bands! 
Thou art my Bane, thou Witch !' thou Infant Parricide! 
But I will ſtudy to be ftrangely cruel, 

] will forget the Folly of my Fondneſs;- 5 
Drive all the Father from my Breaſt, now ſnatch thee, 
Tear thee to pieces, drink thy treacherous Blood, 

And make thee anſwer all my great Revenge: 
Now, now, thou Traitreſs © fOffers 10 kill her. 

Sel, Plange the Poniard deep! © [She embraces him 

The Life my Father gave ſhall hear his Summons, 

And iſſue at the Wound —— Start not, to feel * 

My Heart's warm Blood guſn out upon your Hands, 

Since from your Spring I drew the Purple Stream, 

And I muſt pay it back, if you demand it. [Weaknefs. 

Baj. Hence! from my Thoughts! thou ſoft relenting 
Haſt thou not giv'n me up a Prey ? betray'd me? 

Sel. Oh! not for Worlds, not ev'n for all the Joys 
Love, or the Prophet's Paradiſe can give; 

Amidſt the Fears, and Sorrows of my Soul, | 
Amidſt the thouſand Pains of anxious Tenderneſs, 

I made the gentle kind Axalla [wear, 

Your Life, your Crown, and Honour ſhould be fafe. 


Vj. Away! my Soul diſdains the vile Dependance. 4 * 


No, let me rather die, die like a King: 


Shall I fall down at the proud Tartar's Foot, 


And ſay, Have Mercy on me? Hark, they come. [Shows. 
Difgrace will overtake my lingring Hand: 
Die then; thy Father's Shame, and thine, die with thee. 
[Offers t0 kill ye] 
. St 
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Sel. For Heaven, for Pity's Cake! 

' Baj. No more, thou Trifler! [She catches bold bi his Arm. 
Ha! dar'ſt thou bar my Will? Tear off her Hold. 0 
Sel, What, not for Life? Sbou'd I not plead for Life? 

When Nature teaches ev'n the brute Creation 

To hold faſt that, her beſt, her nobleſt Gift. 

Look on my Eyes, whom you ſo oft have kiſt, 

And ſwore. they were your beſt low d Queen's, my Mother's. | 
Behold em now ſtreaming for Mercy, Mercy 

Look on me, and deny me, if you can; 

"Tis but for Life I beg, is that a Boon 


So hard for me robtain? or you to grant? 
Oh! ſpare me! ſpare your Selima, my Father. 
Baj. A lazy Sloth hangs on my Reſolution ; 
It is my Selima !—— Ha! What? my Child? 
And can I murder her? — Dreadful Imagination! 
they come 1 leave her to my Foes ! [Showt 
And ſhall they triumph o'er the Race of Bajazet ! 
Die Selima! Is that a Father's Voice ? 
Rouſe, rouſe my Fury! yes ſhe dies, the Victim 
To my loſt Hopes. Out! out! thou fooliſh Nature! 
Juſtly ſhe ſhares the Ruin ſhe has made. 
Seize her, ye Slaves, and ſtrangle her this moment. 
L“ To the Mutes. 
| Sel, Oh! let me die by you! Behold my Breaſt ! 
I wo'aot ſhrink, oh! ſave me but from theſe. 
| [The Mutes ſeize her. 
. Diſpatch. 


5 But for a Moment, while I pray, 
That Heav'n may guard my Royal Father. 


Dogs! 

"rg That you may only bleſs me, ere I die. [ Shout. 

Baj. Ye tedious Villains! then the Work is mine. 

As Bajazet runs at Selima with his Sword, Enter Ta- 
merlane, Axalla, gc. Axalla gets between Bajazet 
and Selima, whilſi Tamerlane and the reſt drive Ba- 
9955 and the Mutes off the Stage. 8 


Ax, 


Have been th' Offence of Heay'n, 


I and prepar'd to meet thy utmoſt Hate: 
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Ax. And am I come to ſave thee? Oh! my Joy! _ 
Be this the whiteſt Hour of all my Life; Wer 
This one Succeſs is more than all my Wars, 
The nobleſt, deareſt Glory of ray Sword. 

Sel. Alas, Axalla, Death has been around me, 
My Coward Soul ſtill trembles at the Fright, 
And ſeems but half ſecure, ev'n in thy Arms. 

Ax. Retire, my Fair, and let me guard thee forth; 
Blood and tumultuous Slaughter are about us, 
And Danger in her uglieſt Forms is here; 
Nor will the Pleaſure of my Heart be full, 


Till all my Fears are ended in thy Safety. 


[ Exeunt Axalla and Selima. 
Enter Tamerlane, the Prince of Tanais, Zama, Mirvan, 
and Soldiers; with Bajazet, Omar, and the Derviſe, 
Priſoners. 
Tam, Mercy at length gives up her peaceful Scepter, 
And Juſtice ſternly takes her turn to governz _ 
'Tis a rank World, and asks her keeneſt Sword, 
To cut up Villany of monſtrous growth, 
Zama, take care, that with the earlicſt dawn, 
Thoſe Traitors meet the Fate their Treaſon merits. 
| Pointing to Omar and the Derviſe. 
To Baj.] For thee, thou Tyrant, whoſe oppreſſive Violence 
Has ruin'd choſe, thou ſhoul?*ſt protect at home, 
Whoſe Wars, whoſe Slaughters, whoſe Aſſaſſinations, 
(That baſeſt thirſt of Blood, that ſin of Cowards) 
Whoſe Faith fo often giv'n, and always violated, 
as Plague of Earth, 
What Puniſhment is equal to thy Crimes? 
The Doom, thy Rage deſign'd for me, be thine: 
Clos'd in a Cage, like ſome deſtructive Beaſt, 
I'll have thee born about, in publick View. 
A great Example of that Righreous Vengeance 
That waits on Cruelty, and Pride like thine. 
Bag. It is beneath me, to decline my Fate, 


Yes 
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Vet think not, I will long thy Triumph ſee; 
None want the Means, when the Soul dares be free. 
Il Curfe thee with my laſt, my parting Breath; 
And keep the Courage of my Life in Death; 
Then boldly venture on that World unknown: 
It cannot uſe me worſe, than this has done. 
| [Exit Bajazet guarded. 

Tum. Bchold the vain Effects of Earth-born Pride, 
That ſcorn'd Heav'n's Laws, and all its Pow'r defy'd; 
That could the Hand, which form'd it firſt, forget, 
And fondly ſay, I made my ſelf be great: 
But juſtly Thoſe above aſſert their Sway, d 


—— 


And teach ev Kings what Homage they ſhould pay, 
Who then Rule beſt, when mindful to Obey. 


[ Exennt Omnes, 


EPI- 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoke by Mrs. BRACEGIRDLE. 


T OO well we ſaw what muſt have been our Fate, 

When Harmony, with Beauty ſoin d, of late 

Threaten'd the Ruin of our ſmking State; 

Till you, from whom our Being we receive, 

In pity bid your ows Creation live,  _. 

With moving Sounds you kindly drew the Fair, 

And fix'd, once more, that ſhining Circle here. 

The Lyre you bring is half Apollo's Praiſe; 

Be ours the Task to win and wear his Bays. 

Thin Houſes were before ſo frequent to us, 

Me wanted not a Project to undo us. 

Ve ſeldom ſaw your Honours but by chance, 

As ſome Folks meet their Friends of Spain and France; 

"Twas Verſe decay d, or Politicks improv d. 

That had eftrang'd you thus from what you lov d. 

Time was, when buſie Faces were a Feſt, 

When Wit and Pleaſure were in moſt requeſt; 

When chearful Theatres with Crowds were grac'd; 

But thoſe good Days of Poetry are paſt : 15 

Now ſow'r Reformers in an empty Pit, 

With Table Books, as at 4 Lecture, ſit, | 

To take Notes, and give Evidence gainſt Wit. 

Thoſe who were once our Friends, empley à elſewhere; 

Are buſie now in ſettling Peace and War. | 

With careful Broms at Tom's and Will's they meet, 

And ask. who did Elections loſe or get. 

Our Friend has loſt it Faith I'm ſorry for t, 

He's a good Man, and ne er was for the Court: 
4 A. 


EPO WwULE 
He to no Government will ſue for Grace; 
By want of Merit, ſafe againſt a Place: 
By ſpight a Patriot made, and ſworn t oppoſe 
All who-are uppermoſt, as England's Foes. . 
Let Whig or Tory, any Side prevail, 
Still tis his conſtant Privilege to rail. 
Another, that the Tax and War may ceaſe, 
Talks of the Duke of Anjou'*s Right, and Peace; 
And, from Spain's wiſe Example, is for taking 
A Vice-R of the mighty Monarch: making ; 
Who ſouls all Rights and Liberties maintain, 
And Engliſh Laws by learn d Dragoons explain. 


Come, leave theſe Politicks, and follow Wit; 
Here uncontroll d you may in Fudgment ſit: 
We'll never differ with a crowded Pit. 
We'll take you all, ev'n on your own Conditions, 
Think you Great Men, and word rous Politicians, 
And if you ſlight the Offers which we make you, 
No Brentford Princes will for Stateſmen take pon. 
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r H E Privilege of poetry 
. (or, it may be the Vani. 
of the Pretenders to 
iy has given 'em, a kind 
of Right to pretend, at "the ſame. 
time, to the Fayour of thoſe, whom, 
their high Birth and excellent Qua- 


2 Utes 


— N 


liies have placed in à very diſtin. 
guiſhing manner above the reſt of 


DEDICATION. 


the World. If this be not a receiv'd 


Maxim, yet I am ſure I am to wiſh 
it were, that I may have at leaſt 
ſome kind of Excuſe for laying this 


Tragedy at Your Grace's Feet. | 
have too much reaſon to fear that 
it may prove but an indifferent En- 
tertainment to Your Grace, ſince if 
I have any way ſucceeded in it, it 
has been in deſcribing thoſe violent 
Paſſions which have been always 


Strangers to ſo happy a Temper, and 


ſo noble and ſo exalted a Virtue as 
Your Grace is Miſtreſs of. Yet for 
all this, ] cannot but confeſs the Va- 


nity which I have, to hope that there 


may be ſomething ſo moving in the 
Misfortunes and Diſtreſs of the Play, 
as may be not altogether unworthy 
of Your Grace's Pity. This is one of 


a che main Deſigns of Tragedy, and to 
excite 


DEDICATION. 


excite this generous Pity in the great- - 


eſt Minds, may paſs for ſome kind of 
Succeſs in this way of Writing. I 
am ſenſible of the Preſumption-I am 
guilty of by this Hope, and how much 
it is that I pretend to in Your Grace's 
Approbation; if it be my good For- 
tune to meet with any little Share 


of it, I ſhall always look upon it as 


much more to me than the general 
Applauſe of the Theatre, or even the 
Praiſe of a good Criticx. Your 


Grace's Name is the beſt Protection 


this Play can hope for, ſince the 
World, ill-natur'd as it is, agrees in 


an univerſal Reſpect. and Deference 
for Your Grace's Perſon and Cha- 


rafter. In ſo cenſorious an Age as 


this is, where Malice furniſhes out 
all the Publick Converſations, where 
every Body pulls and is pull'd to 
pieces of courſe, and where there is 
bun, ſuch a thing as being merry, 
| 6 but 
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DEDICATION. 
but at another's Expence ; | yet by a 


publick and uncommon Juſtice to the 


Dutcheſs of Ormond, Her Name has 
never been mention'd, but as it ought, 


tho' She has Beauty enough to pro- 
voke Detraction from the Faireſt 


of Her own Sex, and Virtue e- 
nough to make the Looſe and Diſſo- 
late of the other (a very formidable 
Party) Her Enemies. Inſtead of this, 
they agree to ſay nothing of Her but 


What She deferves, That Her Spirit 


is worthy of Her Birth; Her Sweet- 
neſs, of the Love and ReſpeR of all 
the World; Her Piety, of Her Reli- 
Sion; Her Service, of Her Royal Mi- 
ſtreſs; and Her Beauty and Truth, of 
Her Lord; that in ſhort every part of 
Her Character is Juſt, and that She is 
the beſt Reward for one of the great- 
eſt Hero's this Age has produc'd. This, 
Madam, is what Youmuſtallow Peo- 
ple every where to fay ; thofe whom 
a You 
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You ſhall leave behind You in Eng- 
land will have ſomething further to 
add, the Loſs we ſhall ſuffer by your 
Grace'sJourneytolreland;theQueen's 
Pleaſure, and the Impatient W iſhes 
of that Nation, are about to deprive us 


of Two of our Publick Ornaments. But 


there is no arguing againſt Reaſons ſo 
prevalent as theſe. Thoſe who ſhall 
lament your Grace's Abſence will yet 
acquieſce in the Wiſdom and Juſtice 
of Her Majeſty's Choice: Among all 
whoſe Royal Favours none. could be 
ſo agreeable, upon a thouſand” Ac- 
counts to that People, as the Duke 
of Ormond. With what Joy, what Ac- 
clamations ſhall they meet a Govern» 


or, who beſide their former Obligati- 


ons to His Family, has ſo lately ven- 
tur'd His Life and Fortune for their 


Preſervation ; What Duty, what Sub- 


miſſion ſhall they not pay to that Au- 


thority which the Queen has delegated - 


to 
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DEDICATION 
to a Perſon fo dear to em? And with 


what Honour, what Reſpect ſhall they 


receive Your Grace, when they look 


upon You as the Nobleſt and Beſt Pat. 
tern Her Majeſty cou'd ſend em, of 


her own Royal Goodneſs, and Perſo- 
nal Virtues? They ſhalt behold: Your 
Grace with the ſame Pleaſure the Ex. 


24 ſhall take when-ever it thall be 


their good Fortune to ſee You return 
again to Your Native Country. In Exg- 


land X onr Grace is become a Publick 


Concern,” and as your going away will 
be attended with a general Sorrow, fo 
Your Return ſhall give as general a 
Joy ; and tonone of thoſe many, more 


than to, - 


MAD 4AM, 
Tow GAA 
moſt Obedient, and 
moſi bumble Servant, 
N. Rowe. 


P 1 


ON 
4 The 
As if M 


And nan 


Dearly bo 
And ma 
By oral 
Few are 
Stories l. 


Like dif 
Which | 
Careleſ; 
Therefo 
A mel; 


[rxotogus, 
6 | ONG has the Ear of. and Empires been 


| The common Bus neſs of the Tragick Scene, 
"ot As if Misfortume made the Throne her Seat, 
4d none can d be unhappy but the Grent. 
of Dearly, *tis true, each buys the Crown he wears, 

And many are the mighty Monarch's Cares: | 
/ foreign Foes and hbome-bred Factions fret. 
Ir Few are the Foys he knows, and ſhort his Hours of R. 

Stories like theſe with Wonder we may hear, 

Jn But far remote, and in a higher Sphere, * 

We ne er can pity what we neter can fhare.. 


de WM Lite diftant Battles of the Pole and Swede, 
Nil Which frugal Citizens o'er Coffee read, « 
| Careleſs for who ſhall fail, or who ſucceed. 


2 Therefore an humbler Theme our Author choſe, 
A melancholy Tale of private Woes: 

k No Princes here loſt Royalty bemoan, _ 

1 But you ſhall meet with Sorrows like your own; 

l Here oe mw; Love his Vaſſals great, | 

0 As hardly as Ambition does the Great ; 

a 

E 


Ste hom fuceeruling Paſſions rage by turns, fo 
How fierce the Youth with Foy a Rapture burn, 8 

Aud um io dunth for Beauty lofi; h ο,,mb½ꝛnf . J 

Let no nice Taſte the Poet s Art arraign, 1 85 

If ſome frail vicious Charatlers 44 1 

Who Writes ſhou d flill let Nature be his Care, 

Mix Shades with Lights, and net paint all Things fair, 8 

But ſhew you Men and Women as they are. | 

Few to Perfection ever found the Way; 

Many in muy Tarts are mewn t' 

But 'twere too hard fon ne #0 a all well; 

Whom juſily Life ſhould through each Scene commend, 

Ile Maid, the Wife, the Miſtreſs, and the Friend: 

This Age, tis true. has one great Inſtance ſeen, 

And Heav'n in Fuſtice made that One a Queen. 


Drama- 
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I n | 
Lothario, * Lord, Enemy 6 TG Powell. 


| Lavinia, Sifler to Altamont, and Wife "$2 Mrs Bracegidle 


f 
C | 
SCEN E, Sciolto 8 Palace and Cardin, 


MI E N. 
Ciolto, 4 Nobleman 0 Genoa Father ? 
to Caliſta. & | 5 e 


Altamont, 4 young Lord, in * with 
1 and teſign'd > Husband by + Mr Verbruggen, 


Mr, Betterton. 


 tamont. 


Roſſano, Hin, Mr. Baily, - A 


WOMEN. 


Caliſta, Daughter to Sciolto, Mrs. Barry. 


l 


Lacills, chu 1 Calita, 
'Serviets to Scioko. 3 05 | ans 


Mrs, Prince. 


— 


with Joue part of the Street near it, 
"MO RIAA 


re join 
ciolto's n 
af dea 


THE 


FAIR PENITENT. 


—— 


ACTL SCENE 
SCENE & Garden belonging to Sciolto's Palace. 
Enter Altamont and Horatio. 


ALTAMONT. 

E r this auſpicious Day be ever ſicred, 
No Mourning, no Misfortunes happen on 

F it ; 

let it be markt for e and Re- 

| joycings; 

Let happy Lovers ever make it holy, 

huſe it to bleſs their Hopes, and crown their Wiſhes, | 

This happy Day that gives me my Caliſs. Ya 
Hor. Yes, Altamont; to-day thy better Stars A 

re join d, to ſhed their kindeſt Influence on thee: 

ciolto's noble Hand, that rais'd thee firſt, | 
af dead and drooping o'er thy Father's Grave, 

* B 


LE 


Rs 


r 


2: The FAIR PENIT ENT. 


Compleats its Bounty, and reſtores. thy Name 


To that high Rank and Luſtre which it boaſted, 
Before ungrateful Genoa had forgot 


The Merit of thy Godlike Father's Arms; 


Before that Country which he long had ſerv'd, 
In watchful Councils, and in Winter Camps, 


Had caſt off his white Age to Want and Wretchednels, 
And made their Court to Faction by his Ruin. 


Alt. Oh great Sciolto! oh my more than Father! 


Let me not live, but at thy very Name 


My eager Heart ſprings up, and le aps with Joy. 
When I forget the vaſt vaſt Debt 1 owe thee, 
Forget! (but tis impoſſible) then let me 
Forget the Uſe and Privilege of Reaſan, - 
Be driven from the Commerce of Mankind, 
To wander in the Deſart among Brutes, 
To bear the various Fury of the Seaſons, 
The Night's unwholſom Dew and Noon-day*s Heat. 
To be the Scorn of Earth, and Curſe of Heay'n. 
Hor. So open, ſo unbounded was his Goodneſs, 
It reach'd ev'n me, becauſe I was thy Friend, 
When that Great Man 1 loy'd, thy Noble Father, 
Bequeath'd thy gentle Siſter to my Arms, 
His laſt dear Pledge and Legacy of Friendſhip, 
That happy Tye made me Sciolto's Son; 
He call'd us his, and with a Parent's Fondneſs 
Indulg'd us in his Wealth, bleſt us with Plenty, | 
Heal'd- all our Cares, and ſweeten'd Love it ſelf, - 
Alt. By Heav'n, be found my Fortunes ſo abandon' d, 
That nothing but a Miracle could raiſe em 
My Father's Bounty, and the State's Ingratitude, 
Had fripp'd him bare, nor left him ev n a Grave; | 


, 


Undont 


The Fain PENIT ENT. 3 
Undone my ſelf, and finking with his Ruin, | 
I had no Wealth to bring, nothing to ſuccour bim 
But fruitleſs Tears. 
Hor, Yet what thou couldft thou dab, 
And didſt it like a Son; when his hard Creditors, 
Urg'd and aſſiſted by Lothariò's Father, 
(Foe to thy Houſe, and Rival of their Greatneſs) 
By Sentence of the cruel Law, forbid 
His venerable Corps to reſt in Earth, 
Thou gav'ſt thy ſelf a Ranſom for his Bones: 
With Piety uncommon, didſt give up 
Thy hopeful Youth to Slaves who neer knew Mercy, ; 
Sour, unrelenting, Money-loving Villains, 
Who laugh at human Nature and Forgiveneſs, 
And are like Fiends the Factors for Deſtruction. 
Heay'n, who beheld the pious Act, approv'd it, 
And bad Saolto's Bounty be its Proxy, 
To bleſs thy filial Virtue with Abundance. 
Alt. But ſee he comes, the Author of my e 
The Man who ſav'd my Life from deadly Sorrow, 
Who bids my Days be bleſt with Peace and Plenty, 
And fatisfies my Soul with Love and Beauty. 
Enter Sciolto, he runs to Altamont and embraces him. 
Sci. Joy to thee, Altamont! Joy to my ſelf! 
Joy to this happy Morn, that makes thee mine, 
That kindly grants what Nature had deny'd me, 
And makes me Father of a Son like thee: 
Alt. My Father! oh let me unlade my Breaſt, 
Pour out the fullneſs of my Soul before you, 
Show ev'ry tender, ev'ry grateful Thought, 
This wondrous Goodneſs ſtirs But tis impoſſible, 
gon | And Utterance all is vile; ſince I can only 
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4 The FAIR * 5-66 AHA 
Swear you reign kere, but rever tell how much. 

Sci. It is enough; I know thee, thou art honeſt; Wich 
Goodneſs innate, and Worth hereditary As nd 
Are in thy Mind; thy noble Father's Virtues | A riſir 
Spring freſhly forth, and bloſſom in thy Youth. | Her E. 

Ale. Thus Heav'n from nothing rais d his fair Creation; And t 
And then with wond'rous Joy beheld its Beauty, With 
Well pleas d to ſee the Excellence he gave. I beg? 

Sci. Oh noble Youth! I ſwear fince firſt I knew thee; But ſh 
Ev'n from that Day of Sorrows when I ſav thee, Sadly 
Adorn'd and lovely in thy filial Tears, Nor i 
The Mourner and Redeemer of thy Father, | Sci. 
I fet thee down and ſeal'd thee for my own: Oneo 
Thou art my Son, ey'n near me as Caliſta. To fi 
Horatio and Lavinia too are mine; TEmbraces Horatio: With 
All are my Children, and ſhall ſhare my Heart. Thou 
But wherefore waſte we thus this happy Day? Unkr 

The laughing Minutes ſummon thee to Joy, The 
And with new. Pleaſures court thee as they paſs ; N To ſt 
Thy waiting Bride ev'n chides thee for delay ing, T Whe 
And ſwears thou com'ſt not with a Bridegroom's Haſte. To t 

Alt. Oh! could I hope there was one Thought of Altamont, 0 With 
One kind Remembrance in Caliſta's Breaſt, Melt 
The Winds, with all their Wings, would be too flow 
To bear me to her Feet, For oh ! my Father, x To 
Amidſt this Stream of Joy that bears me on, Re 
Bleft as I am, and honour'd in your Friendſhip, The. 
There is one Pain that hangs upon my Heart. Lo 

Sci, What means my Son? Erel 

Alt. When, at your Interceſſion, | And 
Laſt Night Caliſta yielded to my Happineſs, Re 
Juſt ere we parted, as I ſeald my Vows Li 


With But 


n, 


* 
on 
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The FAIR PENITENT. 5 
With Rapture on her Lips, I found her Cold, 
As a dead Lover's Statue on his Tomb; 
A riſing ſtorm of Paſſion ſhook her Breaſt, 


Her Eyes a piteous ſhow'r of Tears let fall, 


And then ſhe figh'd as if her Heart were breaking, 
With all the tendereſt Eloquence of Love 
beg d to be a Sharer in her Grief; 
But ſhe, with Looks averſe, and Eyes that froze me, 
Sadly reply'd, her Sorrows were her own, 
Nor in a Father's Pow'r to diſpoſe of. 

Sci. Away! it is the Coſenage of their Sex, 


One of the common Arts they practiſe on us, 


To ſigh and weep, then when their Hearts beat bigh, 
With expectation of the coming Joy: 
Thou haſt ia Camps and fighting Fields been bred, 
Unknowing in the Subtleties of Women ; 
The Virgin Bride, who ſwoons with deadly Fear, 
To ſee the End of all her Wiſhes near, ; 
When bluſhing from the Light and publick Eyes, 
To the kind Covert of the Night ſhe flies, 
With equal Fires to meet the Bridegroom moves, 
Melts in his Arms, and with a Looſe ſhe loves. [Exenmts 
Enter Lothario and Roſſano. 
Loth. The Father and the Husband ! 
Roſſ. Let them paſs, 


| They ſaw us not. 


Loth. I care not if they did, 
Ere long I mean to meet em Face to Face, 4 
And gaul em with my Triumph o'er Califa, 
Roſſ. You lov'd her once. 
Loth. I lik d her, wou'd have marry'd her, 
But that it pleas'd her Father to refuſe me, 
B 3 by, 
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6 The FAIR PENITENT. 


To make this Honourable Fool ber Husband, 
For which, if I forget him, may the Shame * 


I mean to brand his Name with, ſtick on mine. 
Roſſ. She, gentle Soul, was kinder than her Father. 


Loth. She was, and oft in private gave me hearing, 


Till by long liſt ning to the ſoothing Tale, 
At length her eaſie Heart was wholly mine. 


Rofſ. have heard you oft deſcribe her, Haughty, Inſolent, 


And fierce with high Diſdain; it moves my Wonder, 
That Virtue thus defended, ſhould be yielded 


A Prey to looſe Defires. 


Loth. Hear then, I'll tell thee, 
Once in a lone, and ſecret Hour of Night, 
When ev'ry Eye was clos'd, and the pale Moon 
And Stars alone, ſhone conſcious of the Theft, 
Hot with the Tiſcan Grape, and high in Blood, 
Hap'ly I ſtole unheeded to her Chamber, 
Ref]. That Minute ſure was lucky. 
Loth. Oh 'twas great! | 
I found the Fond, Believing, Love-fick Maid, 
Looſe, unattir'd, warm, tender, full of Wiſhes ; 


Fierceneſs and Pride, the Guardians of her Honour, | 


Were'charm'd to Reſt, and Love alone was waking, 
Within her riſing Boſom all was calm, 

As peaceful Seas that know no Storms, and only 
Are gently lifted up and down by Tides. 

I ſnatch'd the glorious, golden Opportunity, 

And with prevailing, youthful Ardour preſt her, 
Till with ſhort Sighs, and murmuring ReluQtance, 
The yielding Fair One gave me perfect Happineſs, 
Ev'n all the live-long Night we paſs d in Bliſs, 

In Ecſtaſies too fierce to laſt for ever; 


The Fair PeENITENT. 7 
At length the Morn and cold Indifference came 
When fully ſated with the luſcious Banquet, 
I haſtily took leave; and left the Nymph 
To think on what was paſt, and figh alone. 
Roſſ. You ſaw her ſoon again? ; 
Loth. Too ſoon I faw her; 
For oh! that Meeting was not like the former; 
nt; I found my Heart no more beat high with Tranſport, 
No more I ſigh'd, and languiſh'd for Enjoyment : 
'T'was paſt, and Reaſon took her turn to reign, 
While ey'ry Weakneſs fell before her Throne. 
Roſſ. What of the Lady? 
Loth. With uneaſie Fondneſs 
She hung upon me, wept, and ſigfid, and ſwore 
She was undone; talk d of a Prieſt, and Marriage; 
Of flying with me from her Father's Pow'r; 
Calt'd ev'ry Saint and bleſſed Angel down, 
To witneſs for her that ſhe was my wn 
I ſtarted at that Name. 
Roſſ What Anſwer made you? | 
Loth. None; but pretending ſudden Pain and men 
Eſcap'd the Perſecution; two Nights ſinee, 
By Meſſage urg d, and frequent Importutiity, 
Again I ſaw her. Strait with Tears and Sighs, - 
With ſwelling Breaſts,” with Swydoning. with DiſtraQtions | 
With all the Subtleties, and pow'rful Arts 
Of wilful Woman lab' ring for her purpoſe, 
Again ſhe told the ſame dull nauſeous Tale. 
Uamov'd, I begg d her ſpare th* ungrateful Subject. 
Since I reſolv*d, that Love and Peace of Mind 
Might flouriſh long inviolate betwixt us, 
| "_ to load it with the ame Chain; - . 
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8 The Fair PENITENT. 
That I would ſtill retain her in my Heart, 
My ever-gentle Miſtreſs, and my Friend; 
But for thoſe other Names of Wife and Husband, 
They only meant Ill- nature, Cares, and Quarrels. 
Roſſ. Row bore ſhe this Reply? 
Loth. Ev'n as the Earth, 
When, (Winds pent up, or cating Fires beneath 
Shaking the Maſs) ſhe labours with Deſtruction. 
At firſt her Rage was dumb, and wanted Words, 


But when the Storm found way, *twas wild and loud. 


Mad as the Prieſteſs of the Delphick God, 
Enthuſiaſtick Paſſion ſwell'd her Breaſt, 
Enlarg'd her Voice, and ruffled all her Form; 
Proud, -and diſdainful of the Love I proffer'd, 
She call'd me Villain! Monſter ! Baſe! Betrayer : 
At laſt, in very bitterneſs of Soul, 

With deadly Imprecations on her ſelf, 


She vow'd ſeverely ne er to ſee me more; 


Then bid me fly that minute: I obey d, 
And bowing left her to grow cool at leiſure. 


Roſſ. She has relented fince, elſe why this Meſſage, 


To meet the Keeper of her Secrets here 


This Morning ? 


Low. See the Perſon whom you nam'd. 
Euter Lucilla, 

Well, my Embaſſadreſs, what muſt we treat of ? 
Come you to menace War and proud Defiance, 
Or does the peaceful Olive grace your Meſlage ? 
Is your Fair Miſtreſs calmer ? does ſhe ſoften ? 
And muſt we love again? Perhaps ſhe means 
To treat in J uncture with her new Ally, 
And make her Husband Party to th Agreement. 


— 3 Lei. 
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The Pre PenITENT. _ 

Lucil. Is this well done, my Lord > Have you put off 
All Senſe of Human Nature? keep a little, 
A little Pity to diſtinguiſh Manhood, 
Left other Men, tho! cruel, ſhou'd diſclaim you, 
And judge you to be number'd with the Brutes. 

Loth. I ſee thou'ſt learnt to rail. 

Lucil, I've learnt to weep; 
That Leſſon my ſad Miftreſs often gives me; 
By Day ſhe ſeeks ſome melancholy Shade, 
To hide her Sorrows from the prying World; 
At Night ſhe watches all the long long Hours, 
And liſtens to the Winds and beating Rain, 
With Sighs as loud, and Tears that fall as faſt.” 
Then ever and anon ſhe wrings her Hands, 
And cries, Falſe! falſe Lothario? 

Loth, Oh no more! 


I ſwear thou'lt ſpoil thy pretty Face with Crying, 
And thou haſt Beauty that may make thy Fortune; 
Some keeping Cardinal ſhall doat upon thee, 
And barter his Church Treaſure for thy Freſhneſs. 
Lucil. What! ſhall I ſell my Innocence and Youth, 
For Wealth or Titles, to perfidious Man! 
To Man! who makes his Mirth of our Undoing! 
The baſe, profeſt Betrayer of our Sex: 
Let me grow old in all Misfortunes elſe, 
Rather than know the Sorrows of Caliſta. 
Loth. Does ſhe ſend thee to chide in her behalf? 
I ſwear thou doſt it with ſo good a Grace, „ 
That I cdu d almoſt love thee for thy frowning 1 


Lukil. Read there, my Lord, there, inherown 1 fad Lines, 


3 [ Gromg Leiter. 
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10 The FAIR PgxITENT:- 
That Grief of Heart which Your Vakindneſs gives her. 
Lothario reads, 7 
Your Cruelty------Obedience to my Father ive my Ye 
to Altamont. 
By Heav'n f tis well; ſuch ever be the Gifts, 
With whichT greet the Man whom wy Sou hates. [Aſide, 
But to go on? 
— . 7. Heart. Honour: fo Faithleſ i 


Weakneſi—to-morrow— laſt Trouble leſi Caliſta 


Women I ſee can change, as well as Men; 

She writes me here, forſaken as I am, 

That I ſhou'd bind my Brows with mournful Willow, 
For ſhe has given her Hand to Altamont : 


Y et tell the Fair Inconſtant 


Lucil. How, my Lord? 

Toth. Nay, no more angry Words: ſay to , 

The humbleſt of her Slaves ſnall wait her Pleaſure; 

If ſhe can leave her happy Husband's Arms, 

To think upon ſo loſt a thing as I am, 

Lucil. Alas! for Pity come with gentler Looks; 
Wound not. ber Heart with this unmanhy Triumph; 
And tho” you love her not, yet ſwear you do, 

So ſhall Diſſembling once be virtuous in ou. 
Loth, Ha! who comes here? 25 
Lucil. The Bridegroom's Friend, Horatio. 

He muſt not ſee us here; e * 

Be at the Garden Gate. 

Loth. Bear to my Loye | 
** kindeſt Thought, and ſwear I will * fail = 


. [Eothario Putting up the Letter haftily, drops it Ag | 


he goes out. 


[Exeuns Lothario and Roſſano ove way, Lucills 


Another, . Enter 


an 
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75 


er 


; The loſt indeed! for thou art gone as far 


The Fare PETE Ur Bt 
Dir Horatio. Ks: 
Fer. Sure tis the very Error of my tes 
Waking I dream, or 1 beheld Lothario; 
He ſcem'd conferring with Cakſia's Woman: 
At my Approach they ſtarted, and retir'd. 
Whar Puget eol'd he have here, and with het ?” 
I know he bears the noble Aluamont 
Profeſt and deadly Hate What Paper's this? . 
[Taking up the Letters 
Ha! To Lothavio 9 's Death) Calas Name! an 
Conſuſion and Mis fortune“ Ra 


2er el has at length determin d me; and 1 haut 
reſold this Morning to yield a perfect Obedience to my 


Father, and to give my Hand to Altamont, in ſight of my 


Weatvieſs for the falſe Lothario. I could almoſt wiſh I had 
that Heart, and that Honour u. with it, . 
have robb'd mem: 


— 


Damnation! to the reſt 


[Reads Ag Ains - 


| But oh ! 1 fear, canli I retrieve im, I ſhould again bi ud 


by the too faithleſs, yet too lovely Lothario; this is the laſf 
weakneſs of my Pen, and to-morrow ſhall be the luſt in which 
1 will indulge my Eyes. Lucilla ſhall condudt you, if you art 


| kind enough to let me ſee you ; it ſhall be the laſt Es: 
. 


The lot ca 


As there can be Perdition. Fire and Sulphur?” 
Hell is the ſole Avenger of ſuch Crimes. 
Oh that the Ruin were but al thy o 
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32 The Faris PENIT ENT. 
Thou wilt cv'n make thy Father eurſe his Age; 
Ar fight of this black Scrow], the gentle Altamont; 
(For oh! I know his Heart is ſet upon thee) 


Shall droop, and hang his diſcontented Head, 


Like Merit ſcorn'd by inſolent Authority, 

And never grace the Publick with his Virtues,m— 
Perhaps ev'n now he gazes fondly on her, 

And thinking Soul and Body both alike, 

Blefles the perfect Workmanſhip of Heay'n; 

Then fighing, to his ev'sy Care ſpcaks Peace, 

And bids his Heart be fatisfy'd with Happineſs. 

Oh wretched Husband! while ſhe hangs about thee 


With idle Blandiſhmeats, and plays the fond one, 


Ev'n then ber hot Imagination wanders, 
Coatriving Riot, and loofe feapes of Love; 
And while the elaſps thee cloſe makes thee a Monſter. 
What if I give this Paper to her Father? | 
It follows that his Juſtice dooms her dead, 
And breaks his Heart with Sorrow ; hard Return, 
For all the Good his Hand has heap'd on us: 
Hold, let me take a Moment's Thought, 
| Enter Lavinia. 

Lav. My Lord 
Truſt me it joys my Heart that T have found you. 


_ Enquiring wherefore you had left the Company, 


Before my Brother's Nuptial Rites were ended, 
They told me you had felt ſome ſudden Illneſs; 
Where are you ſick? Is it your Head? your Heart? 
Tell me my Love, and eaſe my anxious Thoughts, 
That I may take you gently in my Arms, : 


| Sooth you to Reſt, and ſoften all your Pains. 
Hor. It were unjuſt: no, let me ſpare my Friend, 


- 


Why are 


Severely 


3 - 
Lock vp the fatal Secret in my Breaſt, | | 
Nor tell him that which will undo his Quiet. 

Lav. What means my Lord? 

Hor. Ha! ſaidſt thou, my Lavinia? 

Lav. Alas! you know not what you.make me ſuffer 3 
Why are you pale? Why did you ſtart and tremble? 
Whence is that Sigh? And wherefore are your Eyes 
Seyerely rais'd to Heay'n? The ſick Man thus, 
Acknowledging the Summons of his Fate, 
Lifts up his feeble Hands and Eyes for Mercy, 
And with Confuſion thinks upon his Audit. 

Hor. Oh'no! thou haſt miſtook my Sickneſs quite, 
Theſe Pangs are of the Soul. Wou'd I had met 
Sharpeſt Convullions, ſpotted Peſtilence s 
Or any. other deadly Foe to Life# ++ | | 
Rather than heave beneath this Load of Thought; | 

Lav. Alas, what is it? Wherefore turn you from me? 

Why did you falſly call me your Lavinia, 

And ſwear I was Horatio's better half, 

Since now you mourn unkindly by your ſelf, 

And rob me of my Partnerſhip of Sadneſs? DAY 
Witneſs you Holy Pow'rs, who know my Truth; 

There cannot be a Chance in Life ſo miſerable, 2 
Nothing ſo very hard but I cou d bear it, 72 
Much rather than my Love ſhould treat me coldly; 

And uſe me like a Stranger to his Heart. 

Hoy. Seek not to know what I wou'd hide from all, 
But moſt from thee. ., I never knew a Pleaſure, 
Ought that was joyful, fortunate or good, g ban | 
But ſtrait I ran to bleſs thee with the Tidings; «it ö 
And laid. up all my Happineſs with thee : dim OA "4 
mu. wherefore ſhould I give thee Pain? | . 
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*Till his Friend Halls him wvith the ſound of Joy. 


F4 The FAIR PENIT ENT 


Then ſpare me, I conjare thee; ak uo further 


Allow my melaneboly Thoughts this privilepe, 
And let them brood in ſecret Oer their Sorrows: 
Lav. It is enough, chide not, and all is well 3 
Forgive me if I ſaw you fad, Horktio, a 
And ask d to weep out part of your Mixfortuner;: 
Iwo not preſs to know what you forbid me.” 
Yet, my lov'd Lord, yet you muſt grant me this, + 
Forget your Cares for this one happy D 
Devote this Day to Mirth, and to your Atamon:; 
For his dear ſake let Peace be in your Look. 


Ev'n now the jocund Bridegroom wants your Wiſhes; 


He thinks-the Prieft has but half bleſt his Marriage, 


Hoy. Oh never! never! never! Thou art innocent: 
Simplicity from Ill, pure native Trut un, 
And Candour of the Mind adorn 64027" HAN | 
But there are ſuch, fuch falſe ones in the World, | 
*T'wou'd fill thy gentle Soul with wild * 
To hear their Story told. 12 t : 

Lav. Falſe ones, my LoodF! ::: 3 vere to 

Hor. Fatally Fair they are, and in their Sen 
The Graces; little Loves, and young Deſires inhabit; 
But all that gaze upon em are unden, ä 
For they are falſe; luxurious in their Appetites, 


And all the Heav'n they hope for is Variety: 


One Lover to another ſtill ſucceede, 

Another, and another after that, ts 

And the hft Foatis:releame:nethe farmer: fs 54 
Till having lov'd his Hour out, he gives place; 1 1˙ 
And mingles with the Herd that goes before him ' 


« Lav, Can there be ſuch? And have they ꝑeace of Mind? 
. Have 


Have 
One h 
Ho 
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Yield: 
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Die Fata PENTT ENT. 17 
Have they in all the Series of their changing 
One happy Hour? If Women we ſuch thipps; 
How was I form'd ſo different from my Sex! 
My little Heart is ſatisfy'd with you, 
You take up all her room; as in a Cottage 
Which harbours ſome Benighted Princely Strangers. 
Where the good Man, proud of his Hoſpitality, y, 
; Yields all his homely. Dwelling to his Gueſt, 
And hardly keeps a Corner for himſelf. 
Hor. Oh were they all like thee Men would adore'em} 
And all the Bugneſsof their Lives be loving; 
_y The Nuptial Band ſhou'd'be the Pledge of Peace, 22 
And all Domeſtick Cares and Quarrels ceaſe; | 
The World ſhou'dlearn to love by Virtuous Rules 
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16 The Fark PeNt TENT, 


AGF II. S ENE I. 
SCENE, 4 Hall. 


Enter Caliſta and Lucilla; 
Cal. N E dumb for ever, filent as the Grave 
Nor let thy fond officious Love diſturb: 
My ſolemn Sadneſs, with the ſound of Joy. 
If thou wilt ſooth me, tell ſome diſmal Tale 
Of pining Diſcontent, and black Deſpair ; 


For oh! I've gone around through all my Thoughts, 


But all are Indignation, Love or Shame, 
And my dear Peace of Mind is loſt for erer. 


Rus Why do you follow ſtill that wand'ring Fire; 


That has miſ-led your weary Steps, and leaves you 

Benighted in a Wilderneſs of Woe? 

That falſe Lothario! Turn from the Deceiver; 

Turn, and behold where gentle Altamont, = 

Kind as the ſofteſt Virgin of our Sex, 

And faithful as the fimple Village Swain, 

That never knew the Courtly Vice of Changing, 

Sighs at your Feet, and wooes you to be happy. 
Cal. Away, I think not of him, My ſad Soul 

Has form'd a diſmal melancholy Scene, 

Such a Retreat as 1 wou'd wiſh to find; 

An unfrequented Vale, oer grown with Trees 

Moſſy and old, within whefe loneſome Shade, 

Ravens, and Birds ill-omen'd, only dwell; 

No Sound to break the Silence, but a Brook: 

That bubling wind's among the Weeds: no Mark 

Of avy Human Shape that had been there, 


Unleſs 


Unleſs a 
Who ha 
Sought 
Luc. 
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The Fain Penitent. 17 
Valeſs a Skeleton of ſome poor Wretch, | 
- Þ Who bad long fince, like me, by Love undone; © | | 
Sought that ſad Place out to deſpair and die in. | | 
Luc. Alas for n | | mn 
| Cul, There I fin wou'd hide me, | 
From the baſe World, from Malice, and from Shame; 
For 'cis the ſolemn Counſel of my Soul, 
Neyer to live with publick Loſs of Honour : 
is fix d to die, rather than bear the Inſolence 
Of each affected She that tells my Story, 
And bleſſes her good Stars that ſhe is vircuous. 
To be a Tale for Fools! Scorn'd by the Women, 
And pity'd by the Men! oh inſupportable! 
Luc. Can you perceive the manifeſt Deſtruction, 
The gaping Gulf that opens juſt before you, 
And yet ruſh on, tho''conſcious of the Danger? 
Oh hear me, hear your ever- faithful Creature; 
By all the Good I wiſh, by all the Ill 
My trembling Heart forebodes, let me intreat you, 
Never to ſee this faithleſs Man __ 
Let me forbid his coming. 
Cal. On thy Life + 
I charge thee no; my Genius drives me on; 
I muſt, I. will behold him once again: 
Perhaps it is the Criſis of my Fate, | 
And this one Interview ſhall end my Cares. 
My lab'ring Heart, that ſwells with Indignation, 
Heayes to diſcharge the Burthen ; that once . 
The buſy thing ſhall reſt within its Cell, 
And never beat again. 
Luc, Truſt not to that: 
Rage is the ſhorteſt Paſſion of our Souls; + 


* 


18 The Fara PERNITRVTr. 

Like narrow Brooks that riſe with ſudden Show rs, 
It ſwells in haſte,” and falls again as ſoon; 
Still as it ebbs the ſofter Thoughts flow in, 
And the Deceiver Love ſupplies its place. 

Cal. I have been wrong'd enough, to arm my Tempe 
Againſt the ſmooth Deluſion ; but alas! 
(Chide not my Weakneſs, gentle Maid, but pity me) 
A Woman's: Softneſs hangs about me ſtill : 
Then let me bluſh, and tell thee all my Folly.. 
I {wear I could not ſee the dear Betrayer 
Kneel at my Fret, and ſigh to be forgiven, 
But my relenting Heart would pardon all, 
And quite forget twas he that had undone me. 

Lucil. Ye ſacred Powers, whoſe gracious Providence 
Is watchful for our Good, guard me from Men, 
From their-deceitful Tongues, their Vows and * 


Still let me paſs neglected by their Eyes, 
Let my Bloom wither; and: my Form decay; 


That none may think it worth his vvhile to ruin mel 


And fatal Love may never be my Bane. 
Cal. Ha! Altamont? Caliſta now be wary, 
And guard thy Souls Acceſſes with Diſſembling; 
Nor let this Hoſtile Husband's Eyes explore 
The warring Paſſions;:and tumultuous Thoughts; 
That rage within thee, and aber ee ; 
Alt. Be gone my Cares, [give you webe wa 
Far to be born, far from the happy 2 
For from this ſacred ra of my Lose, 
A better Order of ſueceeding Days 224 een 
Come ſmiling forward, white and . al „ 
5 is the Miſtreſs of the Year, 


» 
: . 
* ” 


This th 
I ſwear 
With 8 
That tl 
And ki 

Cal. 
Such! 
Il ſuit 


The FAIR PENITENT. 39 
rs, the crowns the Seaſons with auſpicious Beauty, 0 
| And bids ey'n all my Hours be good and joy fu. 
Cal. If I was ever Miſtreſs of ſuch Happineſs, 
Ob! wherefore did I play th unthrifty Fool, 
Fempe WW And waſting all on others, leave my ſelf 
Without one Thought of Joy to give me Comfort? 
ne) Alt. Oh mighty Love! Shall that fair Face profane 
This thy great Feſtival with Frowns and Sadneſs! 
I ſwear it ſha'not be, for I will woo thee _ | 
With Sighs ſo moying, with ſo, warm a Tranſports, - | 
That thou ſhalt catch the n Flame from me, 
And kindle into Joy. 
Cal. I tell thee, Altamont, 
ence Such Hearts as ours were never pair d above; 
Il ſuited to each other; join d, not mateh'd; | 
teries; W Some ſullen Influence, a Foe to bot 
has wrought this fatal Marriage to undo us. 
Mark but the Frame and Temper of our Minds, 
e How very much we differ, Ev'n this Day, 
IThubat fills thee with ſuch Ecſtaſie and Tranſport, 
To me brings nothing that ſhould make me bleſs it,. 
Or think it better than the Day before, : 
Or any other in the Courſe of Time, 
That dully took its turn, and was forgotten. ET 
Alt, If to behold thee as my Pledge of Happineſs] 
To know none fair, none excellent, beſide thee; 
If ſtill to love thee with unweary'd Conftancy, 
Through. ev'ry Seaſon, ey'ry Change of Life, 
& Through wrinkled A ge, through Sickneſsand dude 
1 85 Be worth the leaſt Kya of grateful Love, 
Oh then let my Caliſta bleſs this Dar. 
And ſet it down for happy. : 
Shell | Cal, 
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20 TheFark PenrTtExNt. 
Cal. Tis the Day 
In which my Father gave my Hand to Altamonty 
As ſuch I will remember it for ever. 
Enter Sciolto, Horatio, and Lavinia. 
Sci. Let Mirth go on, let Pleaſure know no pauſe, 
But fill up ev'ry Minute of this Day. 
" Tis yours, my Children, ſacred to your Loves; 
The glorious Sun himſelf for you looks gay. 
He ſhines for Altamont and for Caliſta. 
Let there be Muſick, let the Maſter touch 
The ſprightly String, and ſoftly- breathing Flute, 


10 vain r 
When 
ies ſwift 


Nor c. 


Sci, T: 
A who 
Let each 
Jocund 2 
be ſpri 
None ſh 


Till Harmony rouſe ev ry gentle Paſſion, ſes a 
Teach the cold Maid to loſe her Fears in Love, he ricl 
And the fierce Youth to languiſh at her Feet. Wa Wine 


Begin: ev'n Age it felf is chear'd with Muſick, Nu be 
It wakes a glad Remembrance of our Youth, Ob! gr. 
Calls back paſt Joys, and warms us into Tranſport. 

[Here an Entertainment of Muſick and Dancing, Comple 


SONG. 5 
This L 
Of his 
erhap 
Dh no 


By Mr. CONGREPE. 


| l. | Metho 
Ae. ah turn! ah whither would you fly, That 
Too charming, too relentleſs Maid? drei 

I follow not to Conquer, but to Dis; ſpe 
You of the fearful art afraid. Dh fa 


e 


— 
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H. 
INH pw for ſhe like fleeting Air, 
ner pa by ſome tempeſtnous Wind, 
ies ſwifter from the Voice of my Deſpair, 
Nor caſts one pitying Look behind. 


Sci, Take care my Gates be open, bid all welcome; 
il who rejoice with me to-day are Friends 
Let each indulge his Genius, each be glad, 
Jocund and free, and ſwell the Feaſt with Mirth. 
he ſprightly Bowl {hall chearfully. go round, 
None ſhall be grave, nor too ſeverely wiſe; - 
ſes and Diſappointments, Cares and Poverty; 
he rich Man's Inſolence, ard great Man's Scorn, 
In Wine ſhall be forgotten all. To-morrowe - 2 
1 be too ſoon to think, and to be wretched. 2 
Ob! grant, ye Powers, that I may ſee theſe happy, 
[ Pointing to Alt. and . 
ompleatly bleſt, and I have Life enough; | 
nd leave the reſt W to Fate. [Exeunt. 
Manet Horatio. 
Hor, What if, while all are here intent on Revelling, - 
privately went forth, and ſought Lothario? | 
This Letter may be forg'd; perhaps the Wantonneſs 
Df his vain Youth, to ſtain a Lady's Fame; 
Perhaps his Malice, to diſturb my Friend. 
Dh no! my Heart forebodes it muſt be true, - 
Methought ev'n now I mark'd the ſtarts of Guilt, 
That ſhook her. Soul; tho? damn'd Diflimulation | .... 
dkreen'd her dark Thoughts, and ſet to publick View. 
ſpecious Face of Innocence and Beauty. 


Oh falſe Appearance]! What is all our Soveraignty, 
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22 The Fair PENITERr. 
Our boaſted Pow'r? when they oppoſe their Arts; 
Still they prevail, and we are found their Fools. 
With ſuch ſmooth Looks, and many a gentle * 
The firſt fair She beguild her eaſy Lord; 
Too blind with Love and Beauty to beware; 
He fell unthinking in the fatal Snare; 
Nor could believe, that ſuch a Heav'nly Face 
Had bargain d with the Devil, to damn her wretched Race; 
| [Exy, 
SCENE II. 
The Street near Sciolto's Palace. 


| Enter Lothario and Roſſano. 

Loth. To tell thee then the Purport of my Thoughts; 
The Loſs of this fond Paper wotild not give 1 me 
A Moment of Diſquiet; were it not 
My Inſtrument of Vengeance on this Altamont : 
Therefore I mean to wait ſome Opportunity 
Of ſpeaking with the Maid we ſaw this Morning. 

Roſſ. I wiſh you, Sir, to think upon the Danger 
Of being ſeen ; to-day their Friends are round em, 
And any Eye, that lights by chance on you, 
Shall put — Life and ren to the Hazard. 


[They confer ali. 
Enter Horatio, 


Hor. Still I muſt doubt ſome Myſtery of Miſchief, 
Some Artifice beneath; Lotharic's Father 
I knew him well, he was ſagacious, cunning, | 
Fluent in Words, and bold in peaceful Councils, | 
But of a cold, unaRiye hand in War, 
Yet with: theſe'Cowatd's Virtues he undid 


Wn 


The FAIR PENLITE NT. 27 
A My unſuſpecting, valiant, honeſt'Friends7 it. 
I This Son, if Fame miſtakes not, is more bete L Av 
rd; More open, and, unartful——Ha! He's here! [Seeing him 
BB ro. Damnation! He again! This ſecondtime | | 
To- day he bas croſt me, like my evil Genius. 
Hor. I ſought yon, Sin. | 
Loi. ee 4 adit 
ed Ra Hor. Tis well you are: The Man who wrong my Fhiedd £ 
Lr. 7e To the Earth's ut moſt Verge would I purſue; 
| No Place, tho? e'er ſo holy, ſhould protect him; 
No Shape that art ful Fear cer form d ſhould hide him 
Till he fair Anſwer. made, and did me Jjuſtice. wy 
Loh, Ha! doſt thou know-me? that I am Lothario? t 
As great a Name as this proud City boaſts of. 
Akts; Who is this mighty Man then, this Haratio, 
That I ſhould baſely hide me from his Anger, Ne 
Leſt he ſhould chide me for his Friend's Diſpleaſure? 
Hor, The Braye, tis. true, do never ſnun the Light 
Juſt are their Thoughts, and open are their Tempera 
5 Freely without Diſguiſe they lone and hate. ö 
er Still gre, they found in the fair Face of Day. D 
And Heav'a and Men are Judges of their AQtions;: 
Loth. Such let em be of mine; there not a ere. 
Which my Soul ever fram'd, or my Hand e 
But I could well have bid the World look on, 
And what I once durſt do, have dar'd to ju Rify:. 1 wad 
Hor, Where was this open Boldneſs, this bes Spit? 0 
When but this very Morning I ſurpria d thee, 
In baſe, diſnoneſt Privacy, conſultinngngg 
And bribing a poor mercenary; Wret ch.. 
To ſell her Lady's Secrets, ſtain her Honour. 2131 
And with a forg d Contrivunee blaſt her Virtu e: 
2 ng 1 
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The Pda PeNtrTENT. 
At Sight of me thou fledſt! er 
Loth. Ha! Fled from thee? 
Hor. Thou fledſt, and Guilt was on thee, like a Thief, 
A Pilferer deſcry'd in ſome dark Corner, 
Who there had lodg'd with miſchievous Intent 
To rob and ravage at the Hour of Reft, 
And do a Midnight Murder on the brag. Ar 
— Slave! Villian! 
[fers to draw, Roſſano 101 him, 
Boſ Hold, my Lord! think where you are, 
Think how unſafe, and hurtful to your Honour, 
It were to urge a Quarrel in this Place, 


And ſhock the peaceful City with a Broil. 


Loth. Then ſince thou doſt provoke my Vengeance, know 
I wou'd not for this City's Wealth, for all 
Which the Sea wafts to our Ligurian Shore, 
But that the Joys I reap'd with that fond Wanton, 
The Wife of Altamont, ſhou d be as publick 
As is the Noon-day Sun, Air, Earth, or Water, 
Or any common Benefit of Nature: 
Think'ſ thou I meant the Shame ſhou'd be conceal'd ? 
Ohno! by Hell and Vengeance, all I wanted 
Was ſome fit Meſſenger to bear the News 
To the dalia Husband; now oy have found kim; 
And thou art he. 
Hor. I hold thee baſe inp” 
To break through Law, and ſpurn at Sacred Order, 
And do a brutal Injury like this ; 
Yet mark me well, young Lord. I think Cali, 
Too Nice, too Noble; and too Great of Soul, 
To be the Prey of ſuch a Thing as thou art. 
"Twas baſe and poor, unworthy of a Man, 
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Thief, 


Now 
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To forge a Scrowl fo villanous and looſe/, VO © 


And Mark it with a noble Lady's Name; 

Theſe are the mean, diſhoneſt Arts of Cowards, 

Strangers to Manhood, and to glorious Danger -4 
Who bred at Home in Idleneſs and Riot, i < 
Ranſack for Miſtreſſes th* unwholſome Stews, 


And never know the worth of virtuous Love. PITS D. 1 


Loth. Thinkſt thou I forg d t he Letter? Think fo till, + 
Till the broad Shame come ſtaring in thy Face, 
And Boys ſhall hoot the Cuckold as he paſſes. 
Hor. Away! no Woman cou'd deſcend ſo low: 
A skipping, dancing, worthleſs Tribe you are, 
Fit only for your ſelves, you Herd together; | | 
And when the circling Glaſs warms your vain Hearts, 666M 
You talk of Beauties that you never ſaw, 9 
And fancy Raptures that you never knew. 
Legends of Saints, who never yet had Being, 
Or being, ne er were Saints, are not ſo falſe 
As the fond Tales which you recount of Love. 
Loth. But that I do not hold it worth my Leiſure, 
I cou'd produce ſuch damning Proof 
Hor. Tis falſe, | 
You blaſt the Fair with Lies becauſe they ſcorn you, © 
Hate you like Age, like Uglineſs and Impotence: * 
Rather than make you bleſt, they wou'd die Virgins, 

And ſtop the Propagation of Mankind. | 2 
Loth. It is the Curſe of Fools to be ſecure, * 
And that be thine and Al:amont's : Dream on. * 
Nor think upon my Vengeance, till thou feeb'ſt it. 3 

Hoy. Hold, Sir, another Word, and then farewel; N 
Tho' I think greatly of Califta's virtue. ed 
And hold it far beyond thy Pow Ir to hurt: 


1 
f 1 
| | 
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26 The Fair PtExnIfENTE 
Let as ſhe ſhares the Honour of my Alramont, 
That Treaſure of a Soldier, bought with Blood, 
And kept a Life's Expence, I muſt not have 
(Mark me, young Sir) her very Name prophan'd. 
Learn to reſtrain the Licence of your Speech; 
Tis held you are too laviſh, when you are met 
Among your Set of Fools, talk of your Dreſs, 
Of Dice, of Whores, of Horſes, and your Selves; 
*Tis ſafer, and becomes your Under ſtandings. 

Loth. What if we paſs beyond this ſolemn Order? 
And, in Defiance of the ſtern Horatio, 
Indulge our gayer Thoughts, let Laughter looſe, 
And uſe his ſacred Friendſhip for our Mirth. 

Hoy. Tis well! Sir, you are pleaſant —— 

Loth. By the Joys, 
Which yet my Soul has uncontrolP'd purſu d, 
I would not turn afide from my leaſt Pleaſure, 
Tho' all thy Force were arm'd to bar my Way; 
But like the Birds, great Nature's happy Commoners, 
That haunt in Woods, in Meads, and flow'ry Gardens, 
Rifle the Sweets, and tafte the choiceſt Fruits, 
Yet ſcorn to ask the Lordly Owners leave. 

Hor. What Liberty has vain preſumptuous Youth, 
That thou ſhou'dſt dare provoke me unchaſtis d? 
But henceforth, Boy, I warn thee ſhun my Walks; 
If in the Bounds of yon forbidden Place 
Again thou'rt found, expect a Puniſhment, 
Such as great Souls, impatient of an Injury, 
Exact from thoſe who wrong em much, ev'n Death; 
Or ſomething worſe; an injur d Husband's Venꝑeance 
Shall print a thouſand Wounds, tear thy fine Form, 
Aud ſcatter thee to all the Winds of Heav'n. 


/ + Lot h, 
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| Lob. Is then my Way in Genos preſctib d. 

By a Dependent on the wretched Altamont, 

A talking Sir, that brawyls for him in Taverns, 

And vouches for his Valour's Reputation? | 
Hor. Away, thy Speech is fouler than thy teck 


Loth. Or if there be a Name more vile, his Faraũte, 
A Beggar's Paraſite!- 


Hor. Now learn Humanity. 


[Offers.to ſtrike bim, Roſlano cm; 
Since Brutes and Buys are only taught with Blows. 
Loth. Damnation!  - [They Draw. 
Roſſ. Hold, this goes no further here. 25 
Horatio, tis too much; already ſee, 
The Crowd are gath'ring to us. 
Loth. Oh Roſſano! | 
Or give me way, or thou'rt no more my _. 
Roſſ. Sciolto's Servants too have ta'en the Alarm ; 
You'll be oppreſt by Numbers: be advis d, | 
Or I muſt force you hence; take*'t on my Word, | 
NS, You ſhall have Juſtice done you on Horatio, 
Put up, my Lord. | [ 
Loth. This wo' not brook Delay; 
55 Weſt of the Town a Mile, among the Rocks, | 
Two Hours &er Noon to-morrow I expect thee, | 1 | | 
| Thy ſingle Handto mine. "5 
ö 
| 


Hor, I'll meet thee there. 


Loth. To-morrow, oh my better Stars! to-morrow 
Exert your Influence, ſhine ſtrongly for me; 
th; 'Tis not a common Conqueſt I wou'd gain, 
nce Since Love, as well as Arms, muſt grace my Triumph. 


_—_ Lothario and Roſſano. 
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He ſees Caliſta! oh unthinking Fool 
What if I urg'd her with the Crime and Danger? 


9 — ————__ — 


Hor. Two Hours &er Noon to-morrow ! ha! &er that 


If any Spark from Heay'n remain unquench'd 


Within her Breaſt, my Breath perhaps may wake it; 


Cou'd I but proſper there, I wou'd not doubt 
My Combat with that loud vain-glorious Boaſter. 
Were you, ye Fair, but cautious whom ye'truſt, 


Did you but think how ſeldom Fools are juſt, 


So many of your Sex wou'd not in yain, 


| Of broken Vows, and faithleſs Men, complain. 


Of all the various Wretches Love has made, 
How few have been by Men of Senſe betray'd? 


Convinc'd by Reaſon, they your Pow'r confeſs, 


Pleas'd to be happy, as you're pleas'd to bleſs, 
And conſcious of your Worth, can never love youleſs. 
_— xi 
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er that <> | 


ACTW. SCENEL 
SCENE an Apartment in Sciolto's Pa lace. 


Enter Sciolco and Caliſta. 


N OW by my Life, my Honour, tis too much ; 
Have I not mark'd thee wayward as thou art, 

Perverſe and ſullen all this Day of Joy? 

When ev'ry Heart was chear'd; and Mirth went round, 

Sorrow, Diſpleaſure, and repining Anguiſh 

Sate on thy Brow like ſome malignant Planet, 

3 Foe to the Harveſt, and the healthy Year, 
ſs 


— © 


Who ſcouls adverſe, and lours upon the World; 
When all the other Stars, with gentle Aſpect, 
[Exit Propitious ſhine, and meaning Good to Man. 
Cal. Is then the Task of Duty half perform'd ?.. © 
Has not your Daughter giv'a her ſelf to Altamont, '' + 
Yiclded the native Freedom of her Will, | 
To an Imperious Husband's lordly Rule, 
To gratifie a Father's ſtern Command ? . 
Sci. Doſt thou complain? >: N 
Cal. For Pity do not frown tbe n 
If in deſpight of all my vow'd Obedience. 
A Sigh breaks out, or a Tear falls by chance; | 
For oh! that Sorrow which has drawn your Anger, . 
Is the ſad Native of Califta's Breaſt. 14 
And once poſſeſt will never quit its Dwelling; : ef 
Till Life, the Prop of all, ſhall leave the Buiiding, # 
Fi To tumble down, and moulder into Ruin, | 
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30 The FAIR PERNITGUNT. 
Sci. Now by the ſacred Duſt of that dear Saint, 

That was thy Mother, by her wond'rous' Goodneſs, 

Her ſoft, her tender, moſt complying Sweetneſs, 

I ſwear ſome ſullen Thought that ſhuns the Light, 

Lurks underneath that Sadneſs in thy Viſage. 

But mark me well, tho* by yon Heav'n 1 love thee, 

As much, I think, as a fond Parent can; 

Yet ſhou'dſt thou (which the Pow'rs above forbid) 

Eer ſtain the Honour of thy Name with Infamy, 

I caſt thee off, as one whoſe Impious Hands 

Had rent aſunder Nature's neareft Ties, 

Which once divided never join again. 

To- day, I have made a noble Youth thy Husband, 

Conſider well his Worth, reward his Love, 

Be willing to be happy, and thou art fo. 


[Exit sache 


Cal. How hard is the Condition of our Sex, 
'Thro' ey'ry State of Life the Slaves of Man? 
Ja all the dear delightful Days of Youth, 
A rigid Father dictates to our Wills, 
And deals out Pleaſure with a ſcanty Hand; 5 
To his, the Tyrant Husband's Reign ſucceeds: 
Proud with Opinion of ſuperior Reaſon, | 
He holds Domeſtick Bugacſs and Devotion 
All we are capable to know, and ſhuts us, 


Like Cloyſter'd Ideots, from the World's Acquaintance, 


And all the Joys of Freedom, Wherefore are we 
Born with high Souls, but to aſſert our ſelves, 
Shake off this vile Obedience they exact, 

And claim an &ual Empire o'er the World? 


: 
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The FAIR PRXIT ENT. 3 
Enter Horatio. ; 
Hor. She's here! yet oh! my Tongue is at a loſs. 

Teach me, ſome Pow'r, that happy Art of Speech, 
To dreſs my Purpoſe up in gracious Words; 

Such as may ſoftly ſteal upon her Soul, 

And never waken the Tempeſtuous Paſſions. 

By Heaven ſhe weeps! Forgive me, Fair Caliſta, 
If I preſume on Privilege of Friendſhip; 

To join my Grief to yours, and mourn the Evils 


That hurt your Peace, and quench thoſe Eyes in Tears.. 


Cal. To ſteal unlook'd for on my private Sorrow, 
Speaks not the Man of Honour, nor the Friend, 
But rather means the Spy. 
Hor. Unkindly ſaid! 
For oh! as ſure as you accuſe me faldy; 
I come to prove my ſelf Califta's Friend. 
Cal.You are my Husband'sFriend, the Friend of Altamont. 
Hor. Are you not one? Are you not join'd by Heay'n, 
Fach interwoven with the other's Fate ? 
Are you not mix'd like Streams of meeting Rivers, 
Whoſe blended Waters are no more diſtinguiſh'd, 
Bat roul into the Sea, one common Flood! 
Then, who can give his Friendſhip but to one ? : 
Who can be Altamont's, and not Calis? 
Cal. Force, and the Wil's of our Imperious Rulers, 
May bind two Bodies in one wretched Chain; 
But Minds will till look back to their own Choice. 
So the poor Captive in a Foreign Realm, 
Stands on the Shoar, and ſends his Wiſhes back 
To the dear Native Land from whence he came. 
Hor. When Souls that ſhou'd agree to Will the fame, 
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WI 32 The Fain PENIT ENT. 
= | | To have one common Object for their Wiſhes, 
MR ] bi Look different ways, regardleſs of each other, 
g bill | Think what a Train of Wretchedneſs enſues; 
| 1 Love ſhall be baniſh'd from the Genial Bed, 
1 The Night ſhall all be lonely and unquiet, 
# | Ws And ev'ry Day ſhall be a Day of Cares. 
_ Cal. Then all the boaſted Office of thy Friendſhip, 
ny Was but to tell Caliſta what a Wretch ſhe is; 
3 1 Alas! what needed that? 
mm Hor. Oh ! rather ſay, 
=. I came to tell her how ſhe might be happy 
* [. Io ſooth the ſecret Anguiſh of her Soul, 
_ To comfort that fair Mourner, that forlorn one, 
= bl And teach her Steps to know the Paths of Peace. 
= Cal. Say thou to whom this Paradiſe is known, 
=_ Where lyes the bliſsful Region? Mark my way to it, 
1 For oh! *tis ſure, I long to be at Reſt. | ; 
k I! 1 Hor. Then to be Good is to be Happy; — Angels For 
= | $4 Are happier than Mankind, becauſe they are better. co 
= b * Guilt is the ſource of Sorrow; tis the Fiend, Ns 
0 i | f Th' avenging Fiend, that follows us behind nu. 
_ With Whips and Stings; the Bleſt know none of this, * 
1 Zut reſt in everlaſting Peace of Mind, L 
= And find the height of all their Heav'n is Goodneſs. 1 
= | 0 | | y Cal. And what bold Paraſite's officious Tongue 0 
8 Shall dare to tax Caliſta's Name with Guilt ? | 
4 thy Hor. None ſhou'd; but 'tis a buſie, talking World, 
* W That with licentious Breath blows like the Wind, | 
: + | As freely on the Palace, ag the Cottage. | 
_ Cal. What myſtick Riddle lurks beneath thy Words, 
4 | 9 Which thou wou dſt ſeem un willing to expreſs, 1 
Þþ# | | v 


The Fairs PENITENT: E 
As if it meant Diſhonour to my Virtue ?. +; 1 15 5. Ne Wo- 
Away with this ambiguous ſpuffling Phraſe. | 
And let thy Oracle be underſtgod. — e | a 
Hor, Lothavio! . | | 
Cal. Ha! what wou dſt thou mean by bim: | 
Hor. Lothario and Caliſla | —— Thus they join 
5 Two Names, which Heay'n decreed ſhou'd never meet; 
Hence have the Talkers of this populous City, 
A ſhameful Tale to tell for publick Sport, 
Of an unhappy Beauty, a falſe Fair one, 
Who plighted to a noble Youth her Faith, 
When ſhe had giv'n her Honour to a- Wretch. 
Cal. Death! and Confuſion! Have I liv'd to this? 
Thus to be treated with unmanly Inſolence! 
To be the Sport of a looſe Ruffian's Tongue ! 


3 Thus to be us d! thus! like the vileſt Creature, 
That ever was a Slave to Vice and Infamy. Ew 
ngels Hor. By Honour and fair Truth, you wrong me much; 


For, on my Soul, nothing but ſtrong Neceſſitj 

Cou'd urge my Tongue to this ungrateful Office: 

I came with ſtrong Reluctance, as if Det 

Had ſtood a-croſs my Way, to ſave your Honc ur. 

Yours and Sciolto's, yours and Altamont s; 1 

Like one who ventures through a burning Pile, 

To fave his tender Wife, with all her Brood 5 

Of little Fondlings, from the dreadful Ruin. ; 
Cal. Is this! is this the famous Friend of Altamont ! 

For noble Worth, and Deeds of Arms renown'd?. 

Is this! this Tale-bearing, officious Fellow, 

That watches for Intelligence from Eyes ; 

This wretched Argus of a jealous Husband, at] 

As I Cy | That 
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This guilty Paper ſhall divulge your Shame — 


34 The Faik Pexittnr. 
That fills his eaſie Ears with monſtrous Tales, 
And makes him toſs, and rave, and wreak at length 
Bloody Revenge on his defenceleſs Wife; 
Who puiltleſs dies, becauſe her Fool ran mad. 
Hor. Alas! this Rage is vain; for if your Fame, 
Or Peace be worth your Care, you mult be calm, 
And liſten to the Means are left to fave em. 
*Tis now the lucky Minute of your Fate, 
By me your Genius ſpeaks, by me it warns you, 
Never to ſee that curſt Lothario more, 
Unleſs you mean to be deſpis'd, be ſnunn'd, 
By all your virtuous Maids and noble Matrons 
Unleſs you have devoted this rare Beauty 
To Infamy, Diſeaſes, Proſtitution 
Cal. Diſhonour blaſt thee, bafe, unmanner'd Slaye! | 
That dar'ſt forget my Birth, and facred Sex, J 


And ſhock me with the rude unhallow?'d Sound. 1 

Hor. Here knee], and in the awful Face of Heav'n, C 
Breathe out a ſolemn Vow, never to ſee, / 
Nor think, if poſſible, on him that ruin d thee ; : 
Or by my Altamont's dear Life 1 ſwear, 


This Paper! ——Nay you muſt not fly! This Paper, 
[ Holding her, 


Cal. What mean'ſt thou by that Paper ? What Contrivance 
Haſt thou been forging to deceive my Father, 


To turn his Heart againſt his wretched Daughter, 


That Altamont and thou may ſhare his Wealth? 
A Wrong like this will make me ev'n forget 

The Weakneſs of my Sex. Oh tor a Sword, 
To urge my Vengeance on the Villain's Hand 


That 


* 
7. 


And wo' not bear ſo inſolent a Monitor. 


| Joy of my Heart, and Pleaſure of my Eyes, 
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That forg d the Scrowl. * ; 
Hor. Behold, can this be forg d? f 
See where Caliſtas Name __ —* 
i | [Shewing the Letter naar. 
Cal. To Atoms thus, | [Tearing ES: \ 


Thus let me tear the vile, deteſted Falſhood, 5 5 
The wicked, lying Evidence of Shame. ; 
Hor. Confuſion! 
Cal. Henceforth, thou officious Fool, 
Meddle no more, nor dare ev'n on thy Life 
To breathe an Accent that may touch my Virtue: 
I am my ſelf the Guardian of my Honour, 


Enter Altamont. 
Alt. Where is my Life, my Love, my charming Bride, 


The Wiſh, the Care, and Bugneſs of my Youth? 
Oh! let me find her, ſnatch her to my Breaſt! 
And tell her ſhe delays my Bliſs too long, 
Till my ſoft Soul ey'a fickens with Deſire: 
Diſorder'd! — and in Tears! Horatio too! 
My Friend is in Amaze!—— What can it mean? 
Tell me, Caliſta, who has done thee wrong, 
That my ſwift Sword may find out the Offender, . 
And do thee ample Juſtice, 

Cal, Turn to him. 

Alt, Horatio!” 

Cal. To that Inſolent. 
Alt. My Friend! 
Cou'd he do this! He, who WL my b 


4 
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One Faith has ever bound us, and one Reaſon 
Guided our Wills: Have I not ſound him juſt, 
Honeſt as Truth it ſelf? And cou'd he break 
The Sanctity of Friendſhip? Cou'd he wound 
The Heart of Altamont in his Caliſta? 

Cal. I thought what Juſtice I ſhon'd find from thee! 
Go fawn upon him, liſten to his Tale, 

Applaud his Malice, that wou'd blaſt my Fame, 
And treat me like a common Proſtitute. 

Thou art perhaps Confederate in his Miſchief, 
And wilt believe the Legend, if he tells it. 

Alt. Oh Impious! What preſumptuous Wretch ſhall dare 
To offer at an Injury like that? | 
Prieſthood, nor Age, nor Cowardile it ſelf, 

Sha!) fave him from the Fury of my Vengeance. 
Cal. The Man who dar'd to do it-was Horatio ! 
Thy darling Friend! TW˖as Altamont's Horatio? 
But mark me well! While thy divided Heart 
Doats on a Villain that has wrong'd me thus, 
No Force ſha'l drag me to thy hated Bed; 
Nor can my cruel Father's Pow'r do more 
Than ſhut me in a Cloyſter; there, well Pw 
Religious Hardſhips will I learn to bear, 
To faſt, and freeze at Midnight Hours of pray 13 
Nor think it hard, within a lonely Cell, 
With melancholy, ſpeechleſs Saints to dwell ; 
But bleſs the Day I to that Refuge ran, 
Free ſrom the Marriage 1 and from that Tyrant, Man. 
Exit Caliſta. 
f 4b. She's gone; and as ſhe went, Ten thouſand Fires T 
Shot from ker angry Eyes, as if ſhe meant | 


Too 


lee! 
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Too well to keep the cruel Vow ſhe made. 
Now as thou art a Man, Horatio, tell me, 
What means this wild Confuſion in thy Looks? 
As if thou wert at variance with thy ſelf, 
Madneſs and Reaſon combating within the, 
And thou wert doubtful which ſhou'd get the better. 
Hor. I wou'd be dumb for ever, but thy Fate 
Has otherwiſe decreed it; thou haſt ſeen 
That Idol of thy Soul, that fair e 
Thou haſt beheld her Tears. 
Alt. I have ſeen her weep, 
have ſeen that lovely one, that dear Califa, 
Complaining in the Bitterneſs of Sorrow, 

That thou! my Friend! Horatio! thou hadſt wrong'd hee: 
Hor. That I have wrong'd he! Had her Eyes been fed 
From that rich Stream which warms her Heart, and num- 
Forey'ry falling Tear a drop of Blood. _ [ber'd 

It had not been too much; for ſhe has ruin'&thee, 
Ev'n thee, my Altamont! She has undone thee. 
Alt. Doſt thou join Ruin with Caliſa's Name? 
What is ſo fair, ſo exquiſitely good ? 
Is ſe not more than Painting can expreſs, 
Or youthful Poets fancy, when they love? 
Does ſhe not come, like Wiſdom, or good Fortune, 
Repleat with Bleſſings, giving Wealth and Honour? 
The Dowry which ſhe brings is Peace and Pleaſure, 
And everlaſting Joys are in her Arms. 
Hor. It had been better thou hadſt vd a Beggar, | 
And fed on Scraps at great Mens ſurly Doors, 
Than to have match'd with one fo falſe, ſo fatal. 
Ay, It is too much for Friendſhip to allow thee; 
Be- 
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38 The FAIR PENITTENT. 
Becauſe I tamely bore the Wrong thou didſt her, 
Thou doſt avow the barb rous, brutal Part, 
And urge the Injury ey'n to my Face. 

Hor. I ſee ſhe has got Poſſeſfion of thy Heart, 
She has char mid thee, like a Siren, to her Bed, 
With Looks of Love, and with enchanting Sounds: 
Too late the Rocks and Quick-ſands will appear. 
When thou art wreckt upon the faithleſs Shore, 
Then vainly wiſh thou hadſt not left thy Friend, 
To follow her Delufion. 

Ale. 1f thy Friendſhip 
Do churliſhly deny my Love a Room, 

It is not worth my keeping, I diſclaim it. 
Hor. Canſt thou ſo ſoon forget what I've been to thee? 
I ſhar'd the Task of Nature with thy Father, 
And form'd with Care thy unexperienc'd Youth 
To Virtue and to Arms, 
Thy noble Father, oh thou light young Man! 
Wou'd he have us'd me thus? One Fortune fed us, 
For his was ever mine, mine his, and both 
Together flouriſh'd, and together fell, 
He calbd me Friend, like thee? wou'd he Have left me 
Thus? for a Woman? nay, a vile one too? 
Alt. Thou canſt not, darſt not mean it? ſpeak again, 
Say, who is vile? but dare not name Caliſta. 
Hor. I had not ſpoke at firſt, unleſs compell'd, 
And forc'd to clear my ſelf; but ſince thus urg d, 
I muſt avow I do not know a viler, 
Al. Thou wert my Father's Friend, he loy'd thee well; 
A kind of venerable Mark of him 


Hangs round thee, and protects thee from my Vengeance: 


” 1. 


thee? 
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1 afnot, dare not lift my Sword againſt thee, _ _ 
But henceforth nevet let me ſee thee more. 


| Going out. 
Hor. I love thee ſtill, ungrateful as thou art, 

And muſt, and will preſerve thee from Diſhonour, _ 

Ev'n in deſpight of thee. | CLR himi 
A. Let go my Arm. a 

Hor. If Honour be thy Care, if thou wou dſt live, 
hoe the Name of credulous, wittal Husband, 

Avoid thy Bride, ſhun her deteſted Bed, 

The Joys it yields are daſh'd with Poyſonm— 

Alt. Off! 

To urge me but a Minute more is fatal. 

Hor. She is polluted! ſtain'd! 
Alt. Madneſs and Raging! 

But hence 
Hor, Diſhonour'd by the Man you hate. 

Alt, I pr'ythee looſe me yet, for thy own ſake, 

It Life be worth the keeping 
Hor. By Lothario, | 
Al. Perdition take thee, Villain, for the falſhood. 

[Strikes him. 

Now nothing but thy Life can make Attonement. 

Hor. A Blow! Thou baſt us'd me well—— 


[ Draw,. 


Alt. This to thy Heart. | 
Hor. Yet hold! By Heav'n his Father's in his Face, 


Spight of my Wrongs my Heart runs o'er with Tenderneſs, 
And I cou'd rather die my ſe'f than hurt bim. 

Alt. Defend thy ſelf, for by my much-wrong'd Love, 
: ſwear the poor Evaſion ſhall not ſave thee, 


Hor. 
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| I 4 | Hor. Yet hold! thou know'ſt I dare! — Think bow He, wi 
1 j We ve livd.— | | wich 0 
_— f (They fight 3 Altamont preſſe; en 44. 
| | Y | | i | Horatio, who retires. The lo 
155 4 N g Nay ! then tis brutal Violence! And thus, There 
| ue i Thus Nature bids me guard the Life fhe gave. | No m 
a 1 | | _ [They fight, He ba 
—_— Lavinia Enters, and runs between their Swords, We m 
—_ lt | Lav. My Brother! my Horatio! is it poſſible? 
=_ J | Oh! turn your cruel Swords upon Lavinis. La 
| # 11 If you muſt quench your impious Rage in Blood, Natut 
4 WW Behold, my Heart ſhall give you all her Store, The | 
_— To ſave thoſe dearer Streams that flow from yours. Have 
1 | | | Alt. Tis well thou haſt found a Safeguard ; none but this, And. 
| = No Pow'r on Earth cov'd fave thee from my Fury. Bebo 
. j | Lav. Oh fatal, deadly Sound! To « 
_ | Hor. Safety from thee! | The 
_ Away, vain Boy! Haſt thou forgot the Reverence 4 
| i | | Due to my Arm, thy firſt, thy great Example, L 
| 1 4 Which pointed out thy way to noble Daring, 4 
= ! 1 And ſhew'd thee what it was to be a Man? 1s 2 
—_ Lav. What buſie, medling Fiend, what Foe to Goodneſs, Fro 
—_ Could kindle ſuch a Diſcord? Oh! lay by Th 
_ Thoſe moſt ungentle Looks, and angry Weapons, Bre 
5 | Unleſs you mean my Griefs, and killing Fears, 1 
1 Should ſtretch Me out at your relentleſs Feet, He 
. j * ' A wretched Coarſe, the Victim of your Fury. | 1 
= i }'i Hor. Ask ſt thouwhat made us Foes? twas baſe Ingratitude; H 
= u : Twas ſuch a Sin to Friendſhip, as Heaven's Mercy, | 
1 a 1 That ftrives with Man's untoward, monſtrous Wickedneſ:, 
_ | | Unweary'd with Forgiviog, ſcarce cou d pardon, I 
_ NY 
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bow He, who was all to me, Child! Brother! Friend! 
with barb'rous, bloody Malice, ſought my Life. 
ſes on Alt. Thou art my Siſter, and I wou'd not make thee 
rue lonely Mourner of a widow'd Bed, 
Therefore thy Husband's Life is ſafe ; but warn him, 
| No more to know this Hoſpitable Roof. | 
Felt. ne bas but ill repaid Sciolto's Bounty; 
| We muſt not meet; *tis dangerous ; farewel. 
[He is going, Lavinia holds him 
Lav. Stay Altamont, my Brother ſtay, if ever 
Nature, or what is nearer much than Nature, 
The kind Conſent of our agreeing Minds, 
Have made us dear to one another, ſtay, 5 9 
And ſpeak one gentle Word to your Horatio. i | 1 
Bebold, his Anger melts, he longs to love you, | 
To call you Friend, then preſs you hard, with all 
The tender, ſpeechleſs Joy of Reconcilement. 
Alt, It cannot, ſha' not be! you mult not t hold me. 
Lav. Look kindly then! 4 
Alt. Each Minute that I ſtay, | 3% 
Is a new Injury to fair Caliſta. | 
From thy falſe Friendſhip, to her Arms I'll fly ; 
There, if in any pauſe of Love I reſt, 
Breathleſs with Bliſs, upon her panting Breaſt, 
In broken, melting Accents I will ſwear, 
Henceforth to truſt my Heart with none but her; 
Then own the Joys, which on her Charms attend, 
Have more than paid me for my faithleſs Friend. 
[Altamont breaks from Lavinia, and Exit, 
Hoy. Oh raiſe thee, my Lavinia, from the Earth; 
It is too o much, this Tide of —_— Grief, 
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4: The Fain PERNIT ENT. 
This wond'rous waſte of Tears, too much to give, 
To an ungrateful Friend, and cruel Brother, 
Lav. Is there not cauſe for Weeping ? Oh Horatio? 
A Brother and a Husband were my Treaſure, 
*T was all the little Wealth, that poor Lavizia 
Sav'd from the Shipwreck of her Father's Fortunes. 
One half is loſt already; if thou leav'ſt me, 
If thou ſhould'ſt prove unkind to me, as Altamont, 
Whom ſhall I find to pity my Diſtreſs, 
To have Compaſſion on a helpleſs Wanderer, 
And give her where to lay her wretched Head? 
Hor. Why doſt thou wound me with thy ſoft Com- 
plainings ? 
Tho' Altamont be falſe, and uſe me hardly, 
Yet think not I impure his Crimes to thee. 
Talk not of being forfaken, for II keep thee, 
Next to my Heart, my certain Pledge of Happineſs, 
Heavn form'd thee gentle, fair, and full of Goodneſs, 
And made thee all my Portion here on Earth; 
It gave thee to me, as a large amends, | 
For Fortune, Friends, and all the World beſide. 
Lav. Then you will love me till, cheriſh me eyer, 
And hide me from Misfortune in your Boſom ? 
Here end my Cares, nor will T loſe one Thought, 
How we ſhall live, or purchaſe Food and Raiment. 
The holy Power, who clothes the ſenſeleſs Earth, 
With Woods, with Fruits, with Flow'rs, and verdant Graſ:, 
Whoſe bounteous Hand feeds the whole Brute Creation, 
Knows all our Wants, and has enough to give us. 
Hoy, From Genoa, from Falſhood and Inconftancy, 
To ſome more honeſt diſtant Clime we'll go, 
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Nor will I be beholden to my Country, | 

For ought but thee, the Partner of my Flight. 
Lav. Yes, I will follow thee; forſake, for thee, 

My Country, Brother, Friends, ev'a all I have; 

Tho! mine's a little all; yet were it more, 

And better far, it ſhou'd be left for thee, 

And all that I wou'd keep ſhou'd be Horatio. 

So when the Merchant fees his Veſſel loſt, 

Tho” richly Freighted from a Foreign Coaſt, 

Gladly, for Life, the Treaſure he wou'd give; 

And only wiſhes to eſcape, and live. 

Gold and his Gains no more employ his Mind, x 

But driving o'er the Billows with the Wind, c 

Cleaves to one faithful Plank, and leaves the reſt behind. 

| | Exernt. 
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Some unfrequented Shade, there lay me down, 


To ſoften and aſſovage this Pain of Thinking. Exit. 


_ Laugh in thy Eyes, and Revel in thy Heart, 


To light us to new Joys; nor let a Thought 
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ACTI. SCENE I Ie 


Ind le 

Cal. 

SCENE, à Garden. To Ct 
Thou 

Enter * The 1 


Ali. W ITH what unequal Tempers are we form'd? ts 


One Day the Soul, ſupine with Eaſe and Fulneſs, Are d 


| Revyels ſecure, and fondly tells her ſelf, | _—_ 
The Hour of Evil can return no more; | Of al 
The next, the Spirits pall'd, and fick of Riot, And 
Turn all to Diſcord, and we hate our Beings, 15 
Curſe the paſt Joy, and think it Folly all, To 
And Bitterneſs, and Anguiſn. Oh! laſt Night! | IG" 
What has ungrateful Beauty paid me back, And 
For all that Maſs of Friendſhip which I ſquander'd? To 
Coldneſs, Averſion, Tears, and ſullen Sorrow, Spe 
Daſh'd all my Bliſs, and damp'd my Bridal Bed. 6s 


Soon as the Morning dawn'd, ſhe vaniſh'd from me, 
Relentleſs to the gentle Call of Love. 

I have loſt a Friend, and I have gain'd——a Wife! 
Turn not to Thought my Brain; but let me find 


And let forgetful Dulneſs ſteal upon me, 


Enter Lot hario and Caliſta. 
Loth. Weep not, my Fair, but let the God of Love 


Kindle again his Torch, and hold it bigh, 


„ 4 PM A 


Qt: 


of Diſcord, or Diſquiet paſt, moleſt thee; 
I But to a long Oblivion give thy Cares, 
; And let us melt the preſent Hour in Bliſs. 


To Charm me with thy Softneſs: tis in vain; 

Thou can'ſt no more betray, nor I be ruin'd. 

The Hours of Folly, and of fond Delight, 

Are waſted all and fled; thoſe that remain 85 
Are doom'd to Weeping, Anguiſh, and Repentance. 
come to charge thee with a long Account, 

Of all the Sorrows I have known already, 

And all I have to come; thou haſt undone me. 
Loth. Unjuſt Caliſta ! Doſt thou call it Ruin, 
To love as we have done; to melt, to languiſh, 
To wiſh for ſomewhat exquiſitely Happy. 
And then be bleſt ev'n to that Wiſh's height? 
To die with Joy, and trait to live again, 


rm d? 
Pulneſs, 


Speechleſs to gaze, and with tumultuous Tranſport=— 


Cal. Oh! let me hear no more, I cannot bear it, 

Tis deadly to Remembrance; let that Night, | 
That guilty Night, be blotted from the Year, 

Let not the Voice of Mirth, or Muſick know N beg 
Let it be dark and deſolate, no Sturs : 

To glitter o'er it ; let it wiſh for Light, 

Yet want it ſtill, and vainly weit the Dawn; 

Exit, For twas the Night that gave me up to Shame, 
To Sorrow, to perfidious, falſe Lothario. - 


Loth. Hear this, yePow'rs! mark how the Fair Deceiyer 


Sadly complains of violated Truth; 
She calls me falſe; ev'n She, the faithleſs She, 


Whom Day and Night, whom Hear'nand 8 
Of | Sighiag 
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Cal. Seek not to ſooth me with thy falſe Endearments, | 
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46 The Fain PEMTENT. 
Sighing to vow, and tenderly proteſt, 
Ten Thouſand times, ſhe would be only mine; 
And yet, behold, he has giv'n her ſelf away, 
Fled from my Arms, and wedded to another, 
Ev'n to the Man whom moſt I hate on Earth 
Cal. Art thou ſo baſe, to upbraid me with a Crime, 
Which nothing but thy Cruelty could cauſe ? 
If Indigeation, raging in my Soul, | 
For thy unmanly Inſolence and Scorn, 
Urg'd me to do a Deed of Deſperation, 
And wound my ſelf to be reveng'd on thee, 
Thiak whom 1 ſhould devote to Death and Hell, 
Whom Curſe, as my Undoer, but Lotherio; 
Hadſt thou been Juft, not all Sciolto's Pow'r, 
Not all the Vows and Pray*rs of fighing Alramont, 
Could have prevaib'd, or won me to-forſike- thee. 
Loth. How have I fail'd in Juſtice, or in Love? 
Buras not my Flame as brigbtly as at firſt? 
Ev'n now my Heart beats high, I languiſn for thee, 
My Tranſports are as fierce, as ſtrong-my Wiſhes, 
As if thou hadſt never bleſt me with thy Beauty. 
Cal. How didſt thou dare to think that I would liye 
A Slave to baſe Deſires, and brutal Pleaſures, 
To be a wretched. Wanton for thy Leiſure, 
To toy, and waſte an Hour of idle Time with? 
My Soul diſdains thee for ſo mean a Thought, 
Loth. The driving Storm of Paſſion will have way, 
nd: I muſt yield before it; wert thou calm, 
Love, the poor Criminal, whom thou haſt doom'd, 
| Has yet a thouſand tender things to plead, | 
To charm chy Rage, and mitigate his Fate. 
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| Enter behind them Altamont. 1 
Alt. 1 have loſt my Peace Ha! do I live and Ws 1 
Cal. Hadſt thou been true, how happy had I been? I | 

Not Altamont, but thou hadſt been my Lord. | _—_ 

But wherefore nam'd | Happineſs with thee? | = 

it is for thee, for thee, that I am curſt; = 

For thee, my ſecret Soul each Hour arraigns me, —— 

Calls me to anſwer for my Virtue ſtain'd, 

My Honour loſt to thee; for thee it haunts me, 

With ſtern Sciolto yowing Vengeance on me; 

With Altamont complaining for his Wrongs— a 
Alt, Behold him here Coming forward. 1 
Cal. Ah! [ Starting, 

| Alt. The Wretch! whom thou haſt made, | _ 

, Curſes and Sorrows haſt thou heap'd upon him, | | 

| And Vengeance is the only Good is left. [Drawing- 
Loth. Thou haſt talen me ſomewhat unawares, tis true, 
But Love and War take turns like Day and Night, | 


rime, 


ee, And little Preparation ſerves my turn, Y 

ö Equal to both, and arm'd for either Field. | _ 
We've long been Foes, this moment ends our Quarrel; 1 

liye Earth, Heav'n and fair Caliſta judge the Combat. | 


Cal, DiſtraQion! Fury! Sorrow! 'SLame! and Death 1 | 

Alt. Thou haſt talk'd too much, thy Breath is Poiſon to me, 
It taints the ambient Air; this for my Father, 
This for Sciolto, and this laſt for Alaamont. 


ay, [ They Fight; Lothario is wornded'once or n and. 
| then falls, 
. Loth. Oh Alttamme! thy e 


Thou haſt prevail'd ! My fierce, ambitions Soul 
Declining droops, and all her Fires grow pale; 
Ente 5 875 | Yet 
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I wou'd not bear to be reproach d by them, 
But dig down deep te find a Grave beneath, 
And hide me from their Beams. 
Sciolto within, ] What ho! my Son! 
Alt. It is Sciolto calls; come near, and find me, 
The woretched'ſt Thing of all my Kind on Earth. 
Cal. Is it the Voice of Thunder, or my Father ? 
Madneſs! Confuſion! let the Storm come on, 
Let the tumultuous Roar drive all upon me, 
Daſh my devoted Bark ; ye Surges, break it; 
© Tis for my Ruin that the Tempeſt riſes, 


| —_ is = "Yet let not this Advantage ſwell thy Pride, 
| ES 71 Conquer'd in my turn, in Love I Triumpb'd: 

I f ( | | 3 Thoſe Joys are lodg'd beyond the reach of Fate; 
ES That ſweet Rk comes ſmiling to my Thoughts, 
| _—. Adorns my Fall, and chears my Heart in dying. [Diz, 
TT Cal. And what remains for me? Beſet with Shame, 
—_—_ Encompaſi d round with Wretchedneſs, there is 
EE - But this one way, to break the Toil, and ſcape. 
| = _ = [She catches up Lothario's Sword, and offers to kill by 
4 WW | 4 ſelf; Altamont runs to her, and wreſts it from by. 
| 23 [ = Alt. What means thy frantick Rage? 
_— Cal. Off! let me go. £74 
| 1 | | Alt. Oh! thou haſt more than murder'd me: yet till 
2 f 4 ; i | Still art thou here! and my Soul ſlarts with Horror, 
| - Þ At thought of any Danger that may reach thee. 

= i Cal. Think'ſt thou I mean to live? to be forgiven? 
1 ! 5 Ob! thou haſt known but little of Calif; 
_— | If thou hadſt never heard my Shame, it only 
| = 1 | The midnight Moon, and filent Stars had ſeen it, 
| 
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When 


The Fair PENITENr. 
When I am loſt, ſunk to the bottom low, 
Peace ſhall return, and all be calm again, 

Enter Sciolto. 

Sci. Ev'n now Roſſano leap'd the Garden Walls — 
Ha! Death has been among you——Oh my Fears! 
Laſt Night thou hadſt a diff rence with thy Friend, 
The Cauſe thou gav'ſt me for it was a damn'd one; 


49 


| Didſt thou not wrong the Man who told thee Tre” 


Anſwer me quick 
Alt. Oh! preſs me not to ſpeak, 
Ln now my Heart is breaking, and the mention 
Will ay me dead before you; ſee that Body, 
And gueſs my Shame! my Ruia! oh Calif! 
Sci, It is enough! but I am flow to Execute, 
And Juſtice lingers in my lazy Hand; 
Thus let me wipe Diſhonour from my Name, 
And cut thee from the Earth, thou ſtain to Goodneſs.--- 
[Offers to kill Caliſta, Altamont holds bim. 
4. Stay thee, Sciolto, thou raſh Father ſay, 
Or turn the Point on me, and thro' my Breaſt 
Cut out the bloody Paſſage to Caliſta; | 
So ſhall my Love be perfect, while for her 
I die, for whom. alone I wiſh'd to live. 
Cal. No, Altamont! my Heart, that ſcorn'd thy Love; 
Shall never be indebted to thy Pity; 
Thus torn, defac'd, and wretched as I ſeem; 
Still I have ſomething of Scis/zo's Virtue. . 
Yes! yes, my Father, I applaud thy Juſtice, 
Srike home, and I will bleſs thee for the Blow. 
Be merciful, and free me from my Pain, 
Tis ſharp, tis terrible, and 1 cou'd curſe 
D The 


50 De FAIR PENITENT. 
The chearful Day, Men, Earth, and Heav'n, and Thee; | 
'Ev'n thee, thou venerable good Old Man, 
For being Author of a Wretch like me. 

| Ale. Liſten not to the Wildneſs of her Raving, 
'Remember Nature! Shou'd thy Daughter's Murder 
Defile that Hand, fo juſt, ſo great in Arms, 

Her Blood wou'd reſt upon thee to Poſterity, 

Pollute thy Name, and ſully all thy Wars. 

Cal. Have I not wrong'd his gentle Nature much? 

And yet behold him pleading for my Life. 
Loſt as thou art, to Virtue, oh Caliſta ! 
T think thou canſt not bear to be outdone; 

Then haſte to die, and be oblig'd no more. 

Sci. Thy pious Care has giv'n me time to think, 
And ſav d me from a Crime; then reſt my Sword; 
To Honour have I kept thee ever ſacred, 

Nor will I ſtain thee with a raſh Revenge; ; 

But, mark me well, I will have Juſtice done; 

Hope not to bear away thy Crimes unpuniſh'd, 

I will ſee Juſtice executed on thee, 

Ev'n to a Roman ſtrictneſs; and thou, Nature, 

Or whatſoe'er thou art that plead'ſt within me, 

Be ſtill, thy tender Struggling: are in vain, | 
Cal. Then am I doom d to live, and bear your Triumph! 
To groan beneath your Scorn and fierce Upbraidings, 
Daily to be reproach'd, and bave my Miſery 
At Morn, at Noon and Night told over to me, 
Leſt my Remembrance might grow pitiful, 
And grant a Moment's Interval of Peace; 

Is this, is this the Vercy of a Father? : 

I only beg to die, and he denies me. 5 
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S .ci. Hence from my fight, thy Father cannot bear * 
Fly with thy Infamy to ſome dark Cell, 
Where on the Confines of Eternal Night, 
Mourning, Misfortune, Cares and Anguiſh dwell; 
Where ugly Shame hides her. opprobrious Head, 
And Death and Hell deteſted Rule maintain; 
There how! out the remainder of thy Life, 
And wiſh thy Name may be no more remember d. 
Cal. Yes, I will fly to ſome ſuch diſmal Place, 
And be more curſt than you can wiſh I were; 
This fatal Form that drew on my Undoing, 
Faſting, and Tears, and Hardſhip ſhall deſtroy, 
Nor Light, nor Food, nor Comfort will I know, 
Nor ought that may continue hated Life. 
Then when you ſee me meagre, wan, and chang'd, 
Stretch'd at my Length, and dying in my Cave, 
On that cold Earth I mean ſhall be my Grave, 
Perhaps you may relent, and fighing ſay, 
At length her Tears have waſh'd her Stains away, 
At length tis time her Puniſhment fhou'd ceaſe z 
Die thou, poor ſuff*ring Wretch, and be at peace. 
| [Exiz Calif 
Sci, Who of my Servants wait there ? 
Enter two or three Servants. 
On your Lives 
Take care my Doors be ouarded well, that none 
Paſs out, or enter, but by my Appointment. _ 
| Exeunt Servant 
Ate. There is a fatal Fury in your Viſage, 
It blazes fierce, and menaces Deſtruction: 
My Father, I am fick of many Sorrows, En 
D 2 _ 
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Even now my eaſie Heart is breaking with em, 
Yet, above all, one Fear diſtracts me moſt, 

I tremble at the Vengeance whick you meditate, . 
On the poor, faithleſs, lovely, dear Caliſta. 

Sci, Haſt thou not read what brave Virę inius did: 
With his own Hand he flew his only Daughter, 
To fave her from the fierce Decemvir's Luſt, 

He flew her yet unſpotted, to prevent ao? 
The Shame which ſhe might know. Then what ſhou'dI 
But thou haſt ty'd my Hand.---I wo' not kill ker; | 
Yet by the Ruin ſhe bas brought upon us, 
The common Infamy that brands us both, 
She ſha not ſcape. 

Alt, You mean that ſhe ſhall dye then? 

Sw. Ask me not what, nor how I have reſol d, 
For all withia is Anarchy and Uproar. 
Oh Altamont! what a vaſt Scheme of Joy 
Has this one Day deſtroy d! Well did I hope 
This Daughter wou'd have bleſt my latter Days, 
That I ſhou'd live to ſee you the World's Wonder; 
So happy, great, and good, that none were like you, 
While I, from buſie Life and Care ſet free, 
Had ſpent the Evening of my Age at home, 
Among a little prattling Race of yours: 
There, like an old Man talk'd a-while, and then 
Lain down and ſlept in Peace. Inſtead of this, 
Sorrow and Shame muſt bring me to my Grave; 
Oh damn her! damn her! 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Arm your ſelf; my Lord; 

Roſſans, who but now eſcap d the Garden, 


. 
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Has gather'd in the Street a Band of Rioters, 


35 


Who threaten you, and all your Friends, with Ruin, 


Unleſs Lothario be return d in ſafety.” 

Sci. By Heav'n, their Fury riſes to my Wiſh, 
Nor ſhall Misfortune know my Houſe alone, 
But thou, Lothario, and thy Race, ſhall pay me, 
For all the Sorrows which my Age is curſt with. 


I think my Name as great, my Friends as potent, 


As any in the State; all ſhall be fſurmmon'g,. 

I know that all will join their Hands to ours: 
And vindicate thy Vengeance. Raiſe the Body, 
And bear it in; his Friends ſhall buy him dearly, 
I will have Blood for Ranfom : When our Force 
Is full, and arm'd, we ſhall expect thy Sword, 


To join with us, and ſacrifice to Juſtice---- [ Exit Sciolts:. 
[The Body of Lothario is carried off Hm” 


| Manes Altamont. 

Ali. There is a ſtupid Weight upon my Senſes, 
A diſmal ſullen Stillaeſs, that ſucceeds 
The Storm of Rage and Grief, like ſilent Dea h, 
After the Tumult and the Noiſe of Life. 


Wou'd it were Death, as ſure tis wond'rous like it, 


For I am ſick of Living, my Soul's palt'd, 

She kindles not with Anger or Revenge;, 

Love was th' informing, active Fire within, 
Now that is quench'd, the Maſs forgets to moye, 
And longs to mingle with its kindred Earth, 


[ 4 rumulruous Noiſe with claſhing of Swords 
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$4 The FAIR PENITENr. 
| Enter Lavinia with two Servants, their Swords 
; drawn. 
Zav. Fly, ſwiftly fly, to my Horatio's Aid, 
Nor loſe your vain, officious Cares on me; 
Bring me my Lord, my Husband to my Arms; 
He is Lavinia's Life, bring him me ſafe, 
And I ſhall be at eaſe, be well and happy. 


[ Exennt Servants, 
Alt. Art thou Lavinia? Oh! what barb'rous Hand 


Could wrong thy poor, defenceleſs Innocence, 

And leave ſuch marks of more than ſavage Fury? 
Lav. My Brother! Oh my Heart is full of Fears; 

Perhaps ev'n now my dear Horatio bleeds, — 

Not far from hence, as paſſing to the Port, 

By a mad Multitude we were ſurrounded, 

. Who ran upon us with uplifted Swords, 

And cry'd aloud for Vengeance, and Lothario. 
My Lord, with ready Boldneſs ſtood the Shock} 
To ſhelter me from Danger, but in vain, | 

Had not a Party, from Sciolto's Palace, 
| Ruſh'd out, and ſnatch'd me from amidſt the Fray; 
Alt. What of my Friend? 
Lav. Ha! by my Joys 'tis he, 
He lives, he comes to bleſs me, he is fafe!— 


4 


[ Looking ont; 


Enter Horatio, with two or three Servants, their 
Swords drawn. 
1 Serv Twere at the utmoſt hazard of your Life ; 


To venture forth again, till we are ſtronger; 
Their number trebles ours. 


Hor. No matter, let it; 
Death is not half ſo ſhocking as that Traitor. 
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My honeſt Soul is mad with Iudignation, | 
To think her Plainneſs could be ſo abus d, 
As to miſtake that Wretch, and call him Friend; 
1 cannot bear the Sight. 

Alt. Open thou Earth, 
Gipe wide, and take me down to thy dark Boſom}' 
To hide me from Horatio... . 

Hor. Oh Lavinia! 
Believe not but l joy to ſee thee ſafe: 
Wou'd our ill Fortune had not &rove us hither 
I cou'd ey'n wiſh, we rather had been wreckt 
On any other Shoar, than ſav'd on this, 

Lav. Oh let us bleſs the Mercy that preſery'd us, 
That gracious Pow'r that ſav d us for each other: 
And to adorn the Sacrifice of Praiſe, | 
Offer Forgiveneſs too ; be thou like Heay'n, 
And put away th' Offences of thy Friend, 


* 


Far, far from thy Remembrance. OT 
Alt. 1 have mark d him, : | 
To ſee if one forgiving Glatice ſtole hither; wan 


If any Spafk of Friendſhip were aliye, 

That wou'd, by Sympathy, at meeting glow, - 

And ſtrive to kindle up the Flame anew; 

"Tis loſt, 'tis gone, his Soul is quite eſtrang d. 
And knows me for its Counter-part no more; 


Hor. Thou know'ſt thy Rule, thy Empire in Horatios 
Nor canſt thou ask in vain, command in vain, - 
Where Nature, Reaſon, nay where Love is Judge; 
But when you urge my Temper, to comply 
With what it moſt abhors, I cannot do it. 


Lav. Where didſt thou get this ſullen gloomy Hite?” 
D 4 It 
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It was not in thy Nature to be thus; 
Come put it off, and let thy Heart be chearful, 
Be gay again, and know the Joys of Friendfhip, 
The Truſt, Security, and mutual Tenderneſs, 
The double Joys, where each is glad for both; 
Friendſhip, the Wealth, the laſt Retreat and Strength, 
Secure againſt il] Fortune, and the World. 
Hor. I am not apt to fake a light Offence, 
But patient of the Failings of my Friends, 
And willing to forgive} but when an Injury 
Stabs to the Heart, and.ybuſes my Reſentment, 
(Perhaps it is the Fault of my rude Nature) 
1 own I cannot eaſily forgive it. 
Alt. Thou haſt forgot me. 
Hor. No. 
Ale, Why are thy Eyes 75 
Impatient of me then, ſcornful and fierce ? | 
Hor. Becauſe they ſpeak the meaning of my Heart; 
Becauſe they are honeſt, and diſdain a Villain, = 
Alt. I have wrong'd thee much, Horatio. ; 
Hor. True, thou haſt: 
When I forget it, may I be a Wretch, 
Vile as thy ſelt, a falſe perfidious Fellow, 
An infamous, believing, Britiſh Husband. 
Alt. 'vexyrong'd thee much, and Heav'n has well aveng'd 
I bave not, ſince we parted, been at Peace, [its 
Nor known one Joy ſincere; our broken Friendſhip 
Purſu'd me to the laſt Retreat of Love, | 


Misfortunes on Misfortunes preſs upon me, | 
Swell o'er my Head, like Waves, and daſh me down. 
5 — 


Stood glaring like a Ghoſt, and made me cold with Horror. 
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Sorrow, Remorſe, and Shame, have torn my Soul, 

They hang like Winter on my Youthful Hopes, 

And blaſt the Spring and Promiſe of my Year. 
Lav. So Flow'rs are gather'd to adorn a Grave, 


- 


To loſe their Freſhneſs amongſt Bones and Rottenneſt, 


And have their Odours ſtifled in the Duſt. 
Canſt thou hear this, thou cruel, hard Horatio ? 
Canſt thou behold thy Altamont undone ? - 
That gentle, that dear Youth! canſt thou behold him, 
His poor Heart broken, Death in his pale Viſage, 
And groaning out his Woes, yet ſtand unmov'd? 
Hor. The Brave and Wiſe I pity in Misfortune, 
But when Ingratitude and Folly ſuffers, 
'Tis Weakneſs to be touch d. 
Alt. 1 wo? not ask thee. 
To pity or forgive me; but confeſs, 
This Scorn, this Inſolence of Hate is juſt; 
'Tis Conſtancy of Mind, and manly in thee. 
But oh! had I been wrong'd by thee, Horatio, 
There is a yielding Softneſs in my Heart 
Cou'd ne er have ſtood it out, but I. had ran, 
With ſtreaming Eyes, and open Arms, upon thee, . 
And preſt thee cloſe, cloſe! . 
Hor. I'muſt hear no more, . 
The Weakneſs is contagious, I ſhall catch it, 
And be a tame fond Wretch. 
Lav. Where wou dit thou go? 
Wou'sſt thou part thus? You ſha' not, tis impoſſible; 
For I will bar thy Paſſage, kneeling thus: 
Perhaps thy cruel Hand may ſpurn me off, 
But I will throw:my Body in thy way, 
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58 The Fain PENITERNr. 
And thou ſhalt trample oer my faithfpl Boſom, 
Tread on me, wound me, kill me cer thou paſs, 

Alt. Urge not in vain thy pious Suit, Lavinia. 
I have enough to rid me of my Pain. 


- Caliſta, thou hadſt reach'd my Heart before; 


To make all ſure, my Friend repeats the Blow: 
But in the Grave our Cares ſhall be forgotten, 


There Love and Friendſhip ceaſe. R [Full. 
[ Lavinia runs to him, and endeavours to raiſe hin 


Lav. Speak to me, Altamont. 


He faints! he dies! Now turn and ſee thy Triumph; 


My Brother! But our Cares ſhall end together; 
Here will I lay me down by thy dear Side, 


Bemoan thy too hard Fate, then ſhare it with thee, 


And never ſee my cruel Lord again. 


[Horatio runs to Altamont, and raiſes him in bis Arm; 
Hor. It is too much to bear! Look up, my Altamont! 


My ſtubborn, unrelenting Heart has killd him. 
Look up and bleſs me, tell me that thou li v'ſt. 
Oh! I have urg'd thy Gentleneſs too far; 


[He revives, 


Do thou and my Lavinia both for give me; 
A Flood of Tenderneſs comes o'er my Soul; 


I cannot ſpeak! — I l>ye! forgive! and pity thee, — 
Alt. 1 thought that nothing cou'd have ſtay'd my Soul, 


That long ere this her Flight had reach'd the Stars; 


But thy known Voice has lur'd her back again. 
Methinks I fain wou'd fet all right with thee, 


Mike up this moſt unlucky Breach, and then, 


With thine and Heay'n's Forgiveneſs on my Soul, 


Shrink to my Grave, and be at eaſe for ever. 


Hor. 


1 
Hor. B. 


I feel thy 


all 


And ſhelter thee from Ruin. 


Is it not pity that this Youth ſhou'd fail, 

That all this wond'rous Goodneſs ſhou'd be loſt, 

And the World never know it? Oh my Altamont! 
Give me thy Sorrows, let me bear em for thee, . 


Lav. Oh my Brother! 


Think not but we will ſhare in all thy Woes, + 
. We'll fir all Day, and tell ſad Tales of Love: 


And when we light upon ſome faithleſs Woman, 
Some Beauty, like Caliſta, falſe and fair, 

We'll fix our Grief, and our Complaining there; . 
We'll curſe the Nymph that drew the Ruin on, 
And moura the Youth that was like thee undone, - 


The FAIR PENITENT. 69 
Hor. By Heay'n my Heart bleeds for thee; ev n this mo- 


I feel thy Pangs of diſippointed Love. ment 
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6% The Fain PERITENT. 


rr. SCENE I. 


SCENE 5s a Room hung with Black; on one fide, 
Lothario's Body on a Bier; on the other, a Table, 
with a Scull and other Bones, a Book, and a 
Lamp on it. 


Caliſta is diſcover'd on a Couch in Black, her Hair hanging 


looſe and diſorder d: After Muſick and a _ ſhe riſes 
and comes farward, 


SONG. 


I. 
F] EAR, you Midnight Phantoms hear, | : 
You who pale and wan appear, 
And fil the Wretch, who wakes, with Fear. 
Ton who wander, ſcream, and groan, 
Round the Manſions once your own, 
You, whom ſtill your Crimes ubraid, 
Tou, who reſt not with the Dead; 
From the Covents where you flray, 
Where you lurk, and ſhun the Day, 
From the Charnel, and the Tomb, 
Hither haſte ye, hither come. 


II. | 
Chide Caliſts for Delay, . 
Tell ber, tis for her you ſlay; 
Bid ber die, and come away. = 
| See 


The FAIR PzxnirE 
Ses the Sexton with his Spade, * 
Liften, Fair One, 10 thy Knell, | 
This Muſick is thy paſſing Bell, 


Cal Tis well! theſe Solemn Sounds:his Pomp of rior : 
Are fit to feed the Frenzy in my Soul, 
Here's roem for Meditation, ey'n to Madneſs, 
'Till the Mind burſt with Thinking; this dull Flams 
Sleeps in the Socket; ſure the Book wa left 
To tell me ſomething ; — for Inſtruction then 
He teaches holy Sorrow, and Contrition, 
And Penitence Is it become an Art then? 
A Trick that lazy, dull, luxurious Gown-men 
Can teach us to do over? III no more on't; a 
[Throwing away the Boah 
I have more real Angvith i in my Heart, 
Than all their Pedant Diſcipline e er knew. 
What Charnel has been rifled for theſe Bones ? 
Fie! this is Pageantry; they look uncoothly. 
But what of that? If he or ſhe that own'd em, 
Safe from Diſquiet fit, and ſmile to ſee 
The Farce, their miſerable Relicks play. 
But here's a Sight is terrible indeed; 
Is this that Haughty, Gallant, Gay Lothario, 
That dear Perfidious—— Ah! — how Pale he looks} 
How Grim with clotted Blood, and thoſe dead Eyes] 
Aſcend ye Ghoſts, fantaſtick Forms of Night, 
In all your diff rent, dreadful Shapes aſcend, 
And match the preſent Horror, if you cam, 
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"Farx PexITENT. 
Enter Sciolto. 


—_ Sci. This Dead of Night, this filent Hour of Darkneſs; ws ” 
—_— Nature for Reſt ordain'd, and ſoft Repoſe; 3 | WG thi 
7 | And yet Diſtraction, and tumultuous Jars, Filbd up 
= Reep all our frighted Citizens awake: It n 
A The Senate, weak, divided and irreſolute, Sci. H 
: E Wiunt power to ſuccour the afflicted State. But of t 
1 Vainly in Words and long Debates they're Wiſe, Beyond 
J While the fierce Factions ſcorn cheir peaceful Order: M_ BE 
= | And drown the Voice of Law in Noiſe and Anarchy. Cal. 
= Amidft the general Wreck, ſce where ſhe ſtands, - Sa. 
, | { Pointing to Caliſta "TREES 
4 Like Helen, in the Night, WIL Troy was ſackd, The P 
8 Spectatreſs of the Miſchief which ſhe made. That e 
i N Cal. It is Sciolto! be thy ſelf, my Soul; Books 
8. Ze ſtrong to bear his fatal Indignation, But 
1 That he may ſes thou art not loſt ſo far, | Haſt 1 
=_ But ſomewhat ſtill of his. great Spirit lives. How 
1 i | In the forlorn Caliſta. Ca 
=_ Sci. Thou wert once Whe 
N My Daughter. | .. Ther 
- L 3 Cal. Happy were it I had dy'd,. 28 5 And 
S I And never loft that Name. h | Sc 
= Sci. That's ſomething yet. + 3 | Tha 
3 Thou wer't the very Darling of my Age; | Wa: 
, I I thought the Day too ſhort to gaze upon thee} . Ane 
: a That all the Bleſſings I cou d gather for thee, Het 
L= | By Cares on Earth, and by my Pray'rs to Heaw 7 4 < 
= a Were little for my Fondneſs to beſtow ; Nag! An 
1 Why didſt thou turn to Folly then, and curſe me? | 


Lal. Becauſe my Soul was rudely drawn from yours; 
2 : | 


g — 


* | 
The FAIR PEnITENT;, +63 
A poor imperfect Copy of my Father, SOOT 
ef Where Goodneſs, and the Strength of manly Virtus 
Was thinly planted, and the idle: Void 
Fil'd up with light Belief, and eaſie Fondneſs; 
It was, becauſe I lov'd,- and was a Woman. . 

Sci. Hadſt thou been honeſt, thou hadſt been a Cherubin 3 
But of that Joy, as of a Gem long loſt, | 
Beyond Redemption gone, think we no more. { 
Haſt thou cer dar'd to meditate on Death ?- - 

Cal. I have, as on the end of Shame and Sorrow 

Sci. Ha! anſwer me] fay, haſt thou coolly thought? 

1 *Tis not the Stoick's' Leſſons got by Rote, 
The Pomp of Words, and Pedant Diſſertations, . 
That can ſuſtain thee in that Hour of Terror: 
Books have taught Cowards to talk nobly of it, 
But when the Tryal comes, they ſtart, and ſtand aghaſt 3 . 
Haſt thou confider'd' what may happen aſter it? 
How thy Account may ſtand, and what to anſwer ? 

Cal. have turn'd my Eyes inward upon my ſelf, 
Where foul Offence, and Shame have laid all waſte; - 

.. Theref.re my Soul abhors the wretched Dwelling, 
And longs to find ſome better Place of Reft. 

Sci. *Tis juſtly. thought, and worthy of that Spirit 
That dwelt in ancient Latian Breaſts,” when Rome 
Was Miſtreſs of the World. I wou'd go on, 

And tell thee all my Purpoſe, but it ſticks 
Here at my Heart, and eannot find a way. 
Cal. Then ſpare the Telling, if it be a Pain? 
And write the Meaning with your Ponyard here; 
Sci. Oh! 2285 Pr IN thou this trembling Hand:-- 
- © © [Holding up 4 Dagger. 
1 | Ttrice 
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64 The Fair PRNIT ENT. 
Thrice Juſtice urg d and thrice the ſlack ning Sinews 
Forgot their Office, and confeſt the Father; 
At length the ſtubborn Virtue has prevaibd, 


It muſt, it muſt be ſo . Oſfl take it then, 
[Giving the Dagger 


And know the reſt untaught. 
Cal. I underſtand you, 
It is but thus, and both are ſatisfy d. 
[She offers to kill her ſelf, Sciolto catches hold of her Arm. 
Sci, A Moment, give me yet a Moment's ſpace. 
The ſtern, the rigid Judge has been obey d; 
- Now Nature, and the Father, claim their turns, 
4 1 have held the Ballance with an Iron Hand, 
= And put off ey'ry tender, human Thought, 
—_— Io doom my Child to Death; but ſpare my Eyes 
The moſt unnatural Sight, leſt their Strings crack, 
And my old Brain ſplit, and grow mad with Horror. 
Cal. Ha! Is it poſfible? and is there yet 
Some little, dear Remain of Love and Tenderneſs, 
For poor, undone Caliſta, in your Heart? 
Sci. Oh! when I think what Pleaſure I took in thee; 
What Joys thou gav'it me in thy prattling Infancy, 
Thy ſprightly Wit, and early blooming Beauty, 
Pow I have ſtood, and fed my Eyes.upon thee, 
Then lifted up my Hands, and wond'ring bleſt thee 
By my ſtrong Grief, my Heart ev'n melts within me, 
I cou'd curſe Nature, and that Tyrant, Honour, 
2H For making me thy Father, and thy Judge; 
Thou art my Daughter ſtill. 
Cal. For that kind Word, 
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the Eartb; 
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Weep on you 
Oh! 'tis too 
This Paricide 
Shortens her 


Fer little me 
Sci. Wou's 
Cal. That 

Death is the 

And Life wi 

Thither the 

Fly for Reh 

Come then, 

Thou meag 

Charm'd w 

More than 
And ſung a 
Sci, Lam 
There is I 
That tells | 
If it be ſo 
And theſe 
When Any 


Thy Crir 
That lou 
Yet Hea 
How bli 
Makes n 
Bur is at 


"Ss 


Weep on your Feet, and bleſs you for this Goodneſs; "OY Wi 
Oh! tis too much for this offending Wretch, _ | 


This Paricide, that Murders with her Crimes, 

Shorrens her Father's Age, and cuts him off, 

Fer little more than half his Years be number'd. 
$i, Wou'd it were otherwiſe---but thou muſt die. 
Cal. That I muſt die! it is my only Comfort; 

Death is the Privilege of human Nature, 

And Life without it were not worth our taking; 

Thither the Poor, the Pris'ner, and the Mourner, 

Fly for Relief, and lay their Burthens down. 

Come then, and take me now to thy cold Arms, 

Thou meagre Shade; here let me breathe my laſt,” 

Charm'd with my Father's Pity and Forgiveneſs. 

More than if Angels tun'd their Golden Viols, 

And ſung a Requiem to my parting Soul. 

Sci, Lam ſuramon'd hence, ere this my Friendrexpotimg 

There is I know not what of ſad Prefage, 

That tells me, 1 ſhall never ſee thee more 

If it be ſo, this is our laſt Farewell, | 

And theſe the parting Pangs which Nature feels: 


When Anguiſh rends the Heart-ſtrings---Oh! my Daughter] 
[ Exiz Sciolto. 
Cal. Now think thou, curſt Caliſta, now behold 
The Deſolation, Horror, Blood and Ruin, 
Thy Crimes and fatal Folly ſpread around, 
That loudly cry for Vengeance on thy Head ; 
Yet Heay'n, who knows our weak imperfect Natures, 
How blind with Paſſions, and how prone to Evil, 
Makes not too ſtrict Enquiry for Offences, 
Bur is atton'd by Penitence and Prey r: 
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Cheap Recompence! here twou'd not be receiv d, | 


Mine ſhall ſupply the Stream, and weep for both. 
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46 The FAIR PENIT Eur. 


Ti 
Cal, Oh, 4 
avg hty and 
But oh! beh. 


Nothing but Blood can make the Expiation, 
And cleanſe the Soul from inbred, deep Pollution. 


And ſee, another injur'd Wretch is come, Bends to thy 
To call for Juſtice from my tardy Hand. of such is thy 
6 Enter Altamont, duch are the 

Ate. Hail to you Horrors! Fail thou Houſe of Death! That were 
And thou the lovely Miſtreſs of theſe Shades, With thee ! 
Whoſe Beauty gilds the more than midnight Darkneſs, I And dy'd in 
And makes it grateful as the Dawn of Day. Alt. Thi 
Oh! take me in a Fellow- Mourner with thee, Here let R. 


Tear all R. 
Here let or 
In long ſu 


Fll number Groan for Groan, and Tear for Tear; 
And when the Fountain of thy Eyes are dry, 


Cal. Tknow thee well, thou art the injur'd Altamont; Cal. W 
Thou com'ſt to urge me with the Wrongs I ha'done thee; 44. Th 
But know I ſtand upon the Brink of Life; | Well got 
And in a Moment mean to ſet me free dall fullc 
Nom Shame, and thy Upbraiding. | 'W Whether: 
Alt. Falſly, falſly | In gioom 
Doft thou accuſe me; when did I W Or wyhet. 
Or murmur at my Fate? For thee I have And trea 
Forgot the Temper of Italian Husbands, | Till Fate 
And Fondneſs has prevail'd upon Revenge; Cal. C 
I bore my load of Infamy with Patience, | To crov 
As Holy Men do Puniſhments from Heav'n, Live for 
Nor thought it bard, becauſe it came from thee; . Some k 
Oh! then forbid me not to mourn thy Loſs, - Has liſt 
To wiſh ſame better Fate had rul'd our Loves, Nor kr 


Aud that Califa had been mine, and true... Meet ti 


The FAIR PENITENT. 67 I if 
Cal. Oh, Altamont ! *tis bard for Souls like mine, t 2 1 
wwphty and fierce, to yield they have done amils; 284! 
ut oh! behold my proud, diſdainful Heart, 1 
Bends to thy gentler Virtue; yes, I own, h 1 þ 
Such is thy Truth, thy Tenderneſs, and Love, 4 1 
Such are the Graces that adorn thy Youth, ooh 
1 W That were I not abandon'd to Deſtruction, 1 
With thee I might have liv'd, for Ages bleſt, N 
„Ind dy'd in Peace within thy faithful Arms. 141 
Alt. Then Happineſs is til] within our reach; p44) 
Here let Remembrance loſe our paſt Misfortunes, 1 
Tear all Records that hold the fatal Story; 13 85 
Here let our Joys begin, from hence go on by 
In long ſucceſſive Order. 1 
| Cal. What! in Death? 4M 
ei 4/4. Then art thou fig'd to die gut be it x . 
We'll go together, my advent'rous Love * 4 * 
Shall follow thee to thoſe uncertgin Being TY! 
Whether our lifeleſs Shades are doom'd to wander 4 
In gioomy Groves, with diſcontented Ghoſts, $41 
Or whether thro? the upper Air we fleet, | | "9 
And tread the Fields of Light, ſtill ll purſue thee; £5 $18" 
'Till Fate ordains that we ſhall part no more. 1 
Cal. Oh no! Heav'n has ſome better Lot in ſtore 8 | 
To crown thee with; live, and be happy long; = 7 x 
Live for ſome Maid that ſhall deſerve thy Goodneſs, u 
Some kind unpractis'd Heart, that never yet | "8 
Has liſten'd to the ſalſe ones of thy Sex, 5 5 
Nor known the Arts of ours; ſhe ſhall reward thees. 1 | 
Meet thee with Virtues equal to thy own,, 516 
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68 Pe FAI PRNIT ENT. 
Charm thee with Sweetneſs, Beauty, and with Truth; 
Be bleft in thee alone, and thou in her. 
Enter Horatio. 

Hoy. Now mourn indeed, ye miſerable Pair, 
For now the Meafure of your Woes is full. 

Ali. What doſt thou mean, Horatio? 

Hor, Oh! tis dreadful : | 


The great, the good Sciolto dies this Moment | 
Cal. My Father ! 


Alt. That's a deadly Stroak indeed, 
Hor. Not long ago he privately went forth; 


| Attended but by few, and thoſe unvi2den; 


1 heard which way he took, and ftrait purſu'd him, 
But found him compaſs'd by Lotharws Faction, 


| Almoſt alone, amidſt a Crowd of Foes; 


Too late we brought him Aid; and drove :hem back; 

Ere that his frantick Valour had provok'd ' 

The Death he ſeem'd to wiſh for from their Swords. 
Cal. And doſt thou bear mo yet, thou patient Earth? 

Doſt thou not labour with my murd'rous Weight? 

And you ye glitt'ring heav'nly Hoſt of Stars, 

Hide your fair Heads in Clouds, or I ſhall blaſt you, 

For I am all Contagion, Death, and Ruin, 

And Nature fickens at me; reſt thou World, 

This Paricide fhall be thy Plague no more; 


Thus, thus, I ſet thee free. Bau, her ſelf. 


Hor. Oh! fatal Raſhneſs!- 
Alt. Thou doſt inſtruct me well; to lengthen Life, 
Ks but to trifle now. 


[Altamont offers to kill himſelf; Horatio prev 
bim, and wrefts his Sword from him. 


Her. Hal 
Che frantick 
Las breath'd | 
nd Epidem 
Enter Scic 
Cal. Oh 1 
wel may ſt | 
y Vital 8 
Wy Father ! 
if after all n 
call you o 
vill you fo 
ift up you! 
Dow to Nn 
Sci. Alas 
chou haſt 
there Life 
ut ſure th 
and ſmart! 
Let Silence 
And fave | 
And may f 
As with t 


Kor. 


—_ 


The F ain PINITIENr. Og. 
* r. Ha! what means Ts | 
Che frantick Alamont Some Foe to Man 

Wiz breath'd on ev'ry Breaſt n Fury. 
nd Epidemick Madneſs. 

Enter Sciolto, pale and bloody, aye by Servants. 
Cal. Oh my Heart! 
Well may*ſ thou fail, for ſee the Spring that fed 
y Vital Stream is waſted, and runs low- 

Wy Father! will you now at laſt forgive me, 

if after all my Crimes, and all your Suff rings, 

call you once again by that dear Name? 
vill you forget my Shame, and thoſe wide Wounds, 
ift up your Hand, and bleſs me &er I go 
own to my dark Abode? 

Sci. Alas! my Daughter! 

hou haſt raſhly ventur d in a Stormy Sea, 

there Life, Fame, Virtue, all were wreck'd and loſt 
ut ſure thou haſt born thy part in all the Anguiſh, 
\nd ſmarted with the Pain ; then reſt in Peace, 

Let Silence and Oblivion hide thy Name, 

And ſave thee from the Malice of Poſterity ; 

And may'ſt thou find with Heav'n the ſame Fogiveneſs, 
As with thy Father here. Die, and be happy. 

Cal. Celeſtial Sounds! Peace dans upon my Soul, 

Andey'ry Pain grows leſ. Oh! gentle Alla mont. 
Think not too hardly of me when Pa gone, 
But pity me Had I but early known 
Thy wond'rous Worth, thou excellent young Man; 
We had been happier both: — Now 'tis too late, 
And yet my Eyes take Pleaſure to behold thee, 


Thou art their laſt dear Object. Mercy, Heay'n! [She dior. 


Alt, 
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70 The FAK PENIT ENT. | 
Alt, Cold! dead and cold! and yet thouart not chang q E. 1 
But lovely ſtill! Hadſt thou a thouſand Faults, 
What Heart ſo hard, what Virtue ſo ſevere, 
But at that Beauty muſt of force relented, hh Spoken | 
Melted to Pity, Love, and to Fogiveneſs? 
Sci. Oh! turn thee from that fatal Object; Altamon, 


Come near, and let me blcſs thee &er I die. : oOU ſe 
To thee, and brave Horatio, I bequeath Dea 
My Fortunes. Lay me by thy Noble Father, r could 
And love my Memory as thou haſt done his, Italian Lad 
For thou haſt been my Son.— Oh! pracious Heay'n! There's dre 
Thou that haft endleſs Bleſſings ſtill in ſtore, Thus *tis, | 


For Virtue, and for filial Piety, 


By force of 
Let Grief, Diſgrace, and Want be far away, 


With Tale: 


But multiply thy Mercies on his Head; The Right 
Let Honour, Greatneſs, Goodneſs, ſtill be with him, And Huff 
And Peace in all his Ways [ He du Had we t 

Alt. Take, take it all; * What tis 
To thee, Horatio, I reſign the Gift, We'd teac 
While I purſue my Father and my Love, Forgetful 
And find my only Portion in the Grave. Who Sno 
Hier. The Storm of Grief bears bard upon his Youth, Tas ne 
And bends him like a drooping Flower to Earth. The plod 
Raiſe him, and bear him in. [Altamont is carried i Have le 
By ſuch Examples are we taught to prove, Each ill 
The Sorrows that attend unlawful Love; Has th 
Death, or ſome worſe Misfortunes, ſoon divide He ſpen 
The injur'd Bridegroom from his guilty Bride: With je 
If you would have the Nuptial Union laſt, 2 While | 


Let Virtue be the Bond that ties it faſt, I Eusunt Om Zy 4 


E PI. 


« EPILOGUE,; 
Spoken by Mes. Brace or LDLE; who 
play'd Lavinia. 


Dearly ſhe paid for Breath of good Behavioky, 
Nor could her Loving Husband's Fondneſs ſave her. 
Italian Ladies lead but ſcurvy Lives, 
! There's dreadful dealing with Eloping Wives ; © 
Thus tis, becauſe theſe Husbands are obey d 
By force of Laws, which for themſelves they made. | 
With Tales of old Preſcriptions they confine 8 


* ſee the tripping Dame could find no Favour, 8 | 


74 


The Right of Marriage- rule to their Male Line, 
And Huff, and Domineer by Right Divine. 
n Had we the Po wr, we'd make the Tyrants know 
What tis to fail ii Dutles whith they o 
We'd teach the ſaunt ring Squire, who loves to roam, 
Forgetful of his own dear Spouſe and Home, 
Who Snores at Night ſupinely by her Side, 
| *Twas not for this the Nuptial Knot was ty d. 
The plodding Petty. fogger, and the Cit, 
fi Have learn d at leaſt this Modern way of Wit: 
Each ill-bred, ſenſeleſs Rogue, tho ne er ſo dull, 
Has th Impudence to think his Wife a Fool; 
He ſpends the Night, where merry Wags reſort, 
With joking Clubs, and Eighteen-penny Port; 
While ſhe poor Soul's contented to regale, 
By 4 ſad Sea- coal Fire, with Wigs and Ale. 
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Well may the Cuckold-making Tribe find Grace, 
Ani fill an abſent Husband's empty Place: 
If you won d &er bring Conſtancy, in Faſhion, 


Then ſhall the golden Age of Love return, 
No Turtle for her wand ring Mate ſhall mourn; 


No Foreign Charms ſhall cauſe Domeſtick Strife, 
_ Bat ev'ry marty'd Man ſhall toaſt his Wife ; 


Phillis ſhall not be to the Country ſent, 

For Carnival; in Town to keep a tedious Lent: 
Lampooms ſhall ceaſe, and envious Scandal dis, 

And all foall live in Peace like my good Man and I. 
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Arts 
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to he 
Time 


Your 


vener 


To. the Right Honourable | 


Sidney Lord Godolphin, 


Lord High- Treaſarer of England, and 


Knight of the moſt Noble Order of 
the Garter. | 


My LoxrD, 


LPN F thoſe Cares in which the Ser- 


vice of a Great QUEEN,.and 
Ve the Love of Your Country, 


tr 
2 


D) 


2 Lordſhip, would allow any 
Leiſure to run back and remember thoſe 


Arts and Studies, which were once the 


Grace and Entertainment of Your Lord- 
ſhip's LVouth; I have Preſumption enough 
to hope, that this Tragedy may, ſome 
Time or other, find an Hour to divert 
Your Lordſhip. Poetry, which was fo 
venerable to form * Ages, as in many 
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Worſhip, and every where ro be had in 
the higheſt Honour and Eſteem, has mi- 
ſerably languiſh'd and been deſpis'd, for 
want of that Favour and Protection which 
it found in the famous Auguſtan Age. 
Since then, it may be aſſerted without 
any Partiality to the preſent Time, it ne- 
ver had a fairer Proſpect of lifting up its 


Head, and returning to its former Repu- 


ration, than now.: And the beſt Reaſon 
can be given for ir, is, that it ſeems to 


Have a particular Hope from, and Depen- 


dence upon Your Lordſhip, and to ex- 


= all juſt Encouragement, when thoſe 


reat Men, who have the Power to pro- 
rect it, have ſo delicate and polite a Taſte 
and Underſtanding of its true Value. 'The 
Reſtoring and Preſerving any Part of 


Learning, is ſo generous an Action in it 


ſelf, that it naturally falls into Your Lord- 


Mip's Province, ſince every Thing that 


may ſerve to improve the Mind, has a 
Right to the Patronage of fo great and 


univerfal a Genius for Knowledge as Your 
Lordſhip's. It is indeed a Piece of good 


Forrune, upon which I cannot help con- 
may the preſent Age, that there is ſo 
reat a Man, at a Time, when there is ſo 


great an Occaſion for him. The Diviſions 
which Your Lordfhip has heal'd, the Tem- 
per which You have reſtor'd to our Coun- 


cils, 


Places to make a Part of their Religions 
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N Fo The Dedication. '- 
Our | cils, and that indefatigable Care and Di- 
in ligence which You have us d in prefer- 
ni- eving our Peace at Home, are Benefits, ſo 
or © virtuouſly and ſo ſeaſonably conferr'd upon 
ch Your Country, as ſhall draw the Praiſes 
ze. of all wiſe Men, and the Bleflings of all 
ut good Men upon Your Lordſhip's Name. 
Ce And when thoſe unreaſonable Feuds and 
ts i Animoſities, which keep Faction alive, 


u- ſhall be bury'd in ſilence and forgotten, 
that great publick Good ſhall be univerſal- 
0 ly acknowledg'd, as the happy Effect of 
* Your Lordſhip's moſt equal Temper and 
right Underſtanding. That this Glorious 
c End may very fuddenly fucceed to Your 
8 Lordſhip's Candor and generous Endea- 
- yours after it, muſt be the With of ever 
good Engliſhman. Iam, ; 
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My LoRD, 


- &.- » a — 
r 
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Tour Lardſbip's moſt Obedient 


Humble Servant, 


N. Rows. 


PROLOGUE 


— 


Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


T O. Nigbe, in Honour of the marry'd Life, 
Our Author treats you with a Virtuous Wife; 

A Lady, who, for Twenty Years, withſtood 

. The preſſing Inſtances of Fleſh and Blood; 
Her Husband, ſtill a Man of Senſe reputed, 
(Unle/s this Tale his Wiſdom have confuted,) 
Left her at ripe Eighteen, to ſeek Renown, 
And Battle for a Harlot at Troy-Town; 
To fill his Place, freſh Lovers came in Shoals, 
Much ſuch as now-a-days are Coupid's Tools, 
Some Men of Wit, but the moſi part were Fools, 
They ſent her Billets-doux, and Preſents many, 
Of ancient Tea ard Thericlean China ; 
Rail'd at the Gods, toaſted her o'er and o'er, 


Dreſs'd at Her, danc d and fought. and ſigh d, and ſwore; 


In ſhort, did all that Men could do to have her, 

And damn d themſelves to get into her Favour ; 

But all in vam, the virtuous Dame ſtood Buff, 

And let em know that ſhe was Coxcomb Proof ; 
Meſſieurs the Beaux, what think you of the Matter ? 
Don't you believe old Homer ęix en to Flatter? 
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When you approach, and preſiag the ſoft Hand, 


1 Favours, with well-bred Impudence, demand; 

1 Is it in Woman's Weakneſs to withſtand ? 

| Ceaſe to be vain, and give the Sex their Due; 
Our Engliſh Wives ſhall prove this Story true : 

; We have our chaſte Penelope's, who mourn 


. heir NMidom d Beds, and wait their Lords Return; 

We have our Heroes too, who bravely bear, 

Far from their Home, the Dangers of the War; 

Who careleſs of the Winter Seaſon's Rage, 

New Toils explore, and in new Cares engage; 

From Realm to Realm their Chief unweary'd goes, 

And reſtleſs journies on, to give the World Repoſe, 

duch are the conflant Labours of the Sun, 

Whoſe active, glorious Courſe is never done; 

And the, when hence he parts, with us tis Night, 

Still he goes on, and lends to other Worlds his Light. 
Ye beauteous Nymphs, with open Arms prepare 

To meet the Warriors,” and reward their Care; 

May you for ever kind and faithful prove, | 

And pay their Days of Toil with Nights of Love. 


EPI 2 GUE 


Spoke by Mrs. Bracegirale. 


JUST going ta take Water, at the Stairs 

J T floppd, and came again to beg your. Pray rs; 
Tou fee how ill my Love has been repaid, 
That I am like to live and die a Maid; 

Foetic Rules and Fuftice to maintain, 

T to the Woods am order d back again, 


To Madam Cinthia, and her Virgin Tra. 


Is an uncomfortable Life they lead; 

Inſtead of © ajlts and Down, the Siluan Bed 

With Skins of Beaſts, with Leaves and Moſs, is ſpread; 
No Morning Milet, do their Chambers grace, 

Where famous Pearl Coſmeticks find a Place, 

With Powder for the Teeth, and Plaiſter for the Face. 
But in Defiance of Complexias, they, 

Like arrant Houſwjuss, tf iy Brea of Day. 

Cut a brown Cruſt, ſaddle their Nags, and Mounting, 
In ſcorn of the GreensSickneſs ride @ Hunting: 

Your Sal, and Harts- horn Drops, they deal not in; 
They have no Vapours, nor no witty Spleen, 

No Coffee to be had; and I am told, 


4. 1 tha Tea, they drink, *tis moſtly cold. 


We k 
Toug 


1 * 
5 


For 


E PILO G DE; 
Fer Converſation, nothing can be morſe, I 
"Tis all amongſt themſelves, and that's the Curſe: K 
one Topick there, as here, does ſeldom fail, 
We Women rarely want a Theme 10 rail; 
But bating thaf one Pleaſure of Backbiting, 


| There is no Earthly Thing they can delight in. 


There are no Indian Houſes, to drop in 

And fancy Stuffs, and chuſe a pretty Screen, 

To while away an Hour or ſo l {wear 

Theſe Cups are pretty, but they're deadly dear $. 

And if fome unexpected Friend appear, 

The Dev'l! —— Who cou'd have thought to meet you 
[here? 

We ſhould but very badly entertain 
Your that delight ia Toafting and Champaign ; 


Wa know' you hate hard Rid ing: But if ſoma 
Tough, honeſt, Country Fox- Hunter would come, 
Viſit our Goddeſs, and her Maiden Court, 
II Ten to One but we may. ſhew- him Sport. 


But keep your tender Perſons ſafe at home, > 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
e Ulyſſes, King of Ithaca, conceal'd for N 
ſore Time under the Name of & Mr. Betterton, 
£Ethon, | 
Eurymachus, King of Samos. Mr. Verbruggen. 
Polydamas, Mr. Myms, 
Thoon, Neighbouring Princes, Mr. Knap. 


Agenor, Here to the Queen.) Mr. Weller. 
Efbialtes, | 5 Mr. Freeman. 


Telemachus, Son to Ulyſſes and Penelope. Mr. Booth. 
Aninous , a Nobleman of Ithaca, g yi. 11, bands. 
ſecretly in Love with the Queen. : 


= 5 Friends to Antinous, — 2 * 
Mentor, Tutor to Telemachus. Mr. Bowman. 


Eum aus. an old Seryanr, and faithful to Ulyſſes. 
Ceraunus, a Samian Officer belonging to Eurymachus. 


WOMEN. 
7tnelope, Queen of Ithaca. Mrs. Barry. 
Semanthe, Daughter to Eurymachus. Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


Sever:I Samian and Itbacan Officers and Soldiers, with 
other Attendants, Men and Women, 


SCENE ITHACA. 
VLIS- 


And call 


And Wiſ 
That tho 
To bind 


ULTSSES. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


*SCENE, £4 Palace. 
Enter 'Telemachus and Mentor. 


TELEMACHUS. 


Mentor! Urge no more my Royal Birth, | 
&8S Urge not the Honours of my Race Divine, 
cen not to my Remembrance what I am, 
5 Born of Ulyſſes, and deriv'd from Fove; © 
fror tis the Curſe of mighty Minds oppreſt, 

To think what their State is, and what it ſhou'd be; 
Impatient of their Lot they reaſon fiercely, 
And call the Laws of Providence unequal. 

Men. And therefore wert thou "wy virtuous Ka 

ledge. 

And Wiſdom early planted in thy Soul; LEAP 
That thou might ſt know to rule thy fiery Paſſions} + 
To bind their Rage, and ſtay their headlong Courſe, 
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„  ULTSEDS. 
T' ber wink Aesch and ev ry Change © 


Of various Life, to ſtraggle with Adberfty: 

To wait the Leiſure of the Righteous Gods, 

"Till they, in their own good appointed Hour, 

Shall bid thy better Days come forth at once, 

A long and ſhining Train; till thou well-pleas'd 

Shalt bow, and bleſs thy Fate, and own the Gods are juſt; 
Tel. Thou prudent Guide and Father of my Youth, 

Forgive my Tranſports, if I ſeem to loſe | 

The Rev rence to thy Sacred P-ecepts due: 

"Tis a juſt Rage and honeſt Indignation. 


Ten Years ran round ere Troy was doom'd to falls, 


Ten tedious Summers, and ten Winters more, 


By turns have chang d the Seaſons fince it fell, 
And yet we mourn my Godlike Father's Ablency 
As if the Gracian Arms had ne'er prevail'd, 
But Jove and Hector ſtill maintain'd the War. 

Men. Tho? abſent, yet if Oracles are true, 

He lives, and ſhall return. Where-c'er he wanders, 
Purſu'd by hoſtile Trojan Gods, in Peril 

Of the waſte Deſart or the foamy Deep, 

Or Nations wild as both, yet Courage, Wiſdonn 
And Pallas, Guardian of his Arms, is with him. 

Tel. And Ohl to what does the God's Care reſerve him 
Where is the Triumph ſhall go forth to meet him? 
What Pœan ſhall be ſung to bleſs his Labours? 

What Voice of Joy ſhall cry, Hail King of Ithaca? 
Riot, and Wrong, and woful Deſalation,, 
Spread o'er the wretched Land, ſhall blaſt his Eyes, 


And make him curſe the Day of his Return. 


Men. Your Gueſt, the Stranger ibn. 
Emer &thon, 


. Tel, By my Life, | | And 


And by t 
Oh thou 
In Yout!| 
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ULYSSES. 
And by the great Ulyſſes, truly welcome; 
Oh thou moft worthy thon, thou that wert 
In Youth Companion of my Father's Arms, 
And Partner of his Heart, does it not grieve Thee 
To ſee the Honour of his Royal Name 
Deſpis d and ſet at nought? his State oer · run, 
Devour'd and parcelPd out by Slaves ſo vile, 
That if oppos'd to him twou'd make Compariſon 
Abſurd and monſtrous ſeem, as if to mate 
A Mole-Hill with Olympus ? 
th. He was my Friend, 
I think I knew him; And to do him right, 
He was a Man indeed Not as theſe are, 
A Rioter, or Doer of foul Wrongs; 
But boldly juft, and more like what Man ſhould be, 
Tel. From Morn *till Noon, from Noon till the 
Shades darken, 
From Evening till the Morning dawns again, 
I, WH Lewdneſs, Confufion, Infolence, and Uproar, 
Are all the Bus neſs of their guilty Hours; 
The Cries of Maids enforc d, the Roar of Drunkards; 
Mixt with the braying of the Minſtrels Noiſe 
Who miniſters to Mirth, ring thro? the Palace, 
um And eccho to the Arch of Heav'n their Crimes. 
Zehold! ye Gods, who jadge betwixt your Creatures, 
Behold the Rivals of the great Ulyſſes / 
Men. Doubt not but all their Crimes, and allthy Wrongs 
Are judg'd by Nemaſis and equal Fove ; 
| Suffer the Fools to laugh and loll ſecure, 
This is their Day, but there is one behind 
For Vengeance and Ulyſſes. 
th. Till that Day, 
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[6 ULYSSES. 


That Day of Recompence and righteous Juſtice; _ » 
Learn thou, my Son, the cruel Arts of Courts; 
Learn to diſſemble Wrongs, to ſmile at Injuries, 
And ſuffer Crimes, thou want'ſt the Power topuniſh; | 
Be eaſie, affable, familiar, friendly, 
Search, and know all Mankind's myſterious Ways, 
But truſt the Secret of thy Soul to none ; 
Believe me, ſeventy Years, and all the Sorrows : 
That ſeventy Years bring with em, thus have taught me, 
Thus only, to be ſafe in ſuch a World as this is. 
Enter Antinous, | 

Ant. Hail to thee, Prince; thou Son of preat Ulyſſes, 
Ofi-fpring of Gods, moſt worthy of thy Race; 
May ev'ry Day like this be happy to thee, 
Fruition and Succeſs attend thy Wiſhes, 
And everlaſting Glory crown thy Youth. 

Tel.Thou greer'ſt melikea Friend. —Come near Antinous 
May I believe that Omen of my Happineſs, 
That Joy which dances in thy chearful Eyes? 
Or doſt thou? for thou knowꝰ'ſt my fond fond Heart, 
Doſt thou betray me to deceitful Hopes, 


And ſooth me like an Infant, with a Tale 


Of ſome Felicity, ſome dear Delight, 
Which thou didſt never purpoſe to beſtow ? 
Ant. By Cythered's Altar and her Doves, 
By all the gentle Fires that burn before her, 
I have the kindeſt Sounds to bleſs ycur Ear with, 
Nay and the trueſt too, I'll ſwear I think, 
That ever Love and Innocence inſpir d. 
Tel. Hal from Semanihe ? 
Ant. From the fair Semanthe, 
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"OLTSSES. 1 
Tel. Soft, my Antinous, | | 
Keep the dear Secret ſafe; Wiſdom and Age 
Reaſon perverſely when they judge of Love; 
A Bus'neſs of a Moment calls me hence, [To Mentor: 


That ended, I'll attend the Queen; till then, 
Mentor! the noble Stranger is thy Care. 


Fly with me to ſome ſafe, ſome ſacred Privacy, 


[To Ant, 


There charm my Senſes with Semanthe's Accents, 

There pour thy Balm into my Love- ſick Soul, 

And heal my Cares for ever. 
Eth. This ſmooth Speaker, 

This ſupple Courtier, is in Favour with you. 

Markt you the Prince? how at this Man's Approach 

The Fierceneſs, Rage, and Pride of Youth declin'd; 

His changing Viſage wore a'Form more gentle, 

And ev'ry Feature took a ſofter Turn; 

As if his Soul, bent on ſome new Employment, 

Of different Purpoſe from the Thought before, 

Had ſummon'd other Counſels, other Paſſions, 

And dreſt her in a gay fantaſtick Garb 

Fit for th' Adventuce which ſhe meant to prove. 

By Fove I bK'd it not 
Men, The Prince, whoſe Temper 

Is open as the Day, and uoſuſpeRing, 

Eſteems him as devoted to his Service, 

Wiſe, Brave, and Juſt: And ſince his late Return 

From Neſtor's Court at Pyle, he ſtill has held un 


In more eſpecial Nearneſs to his Heart. 

th. Tis raſh, and fayours of unwary Youth: 
Tell him he truſts too far If I miſtook not, 
You ſaid he was a Woer, 6 

Men. True, he was; 


LExeunt Tel. and Ant 
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Noble by Birth, and mighty in his Wealth, 
Proud of the Patriot's Name and People's Praiſe, 
By Gifis, by friendly Offices, and Eloquence, 
He won the Herd of Ithacans to think him 
Ev'n worthy to ſupply his Maſter's Place. 

th. Unthinking, changeable, .ungrateful Ithaca ! 
But Mentor! ſay, the Queen! Cou'd ſhe forget 
The Difference twixt Ulyſſes and his Slave? 
Did not her Soul reſent the Violation, 
And ſpight of all the Wrongs ſhe labour'd under, 
Daſh his Ambition and preſumptuous Leve ? 


Men, Still Great and Royal in the worſt of Fortunes, 


With native Pow'r and Majeſty array'd, 

She aw'd this raſh Ixion with her Frown ; 

Taught him to bend his abje& Head to Earth, 

And own his humbler Lot —— He ſtood rebuk'd, 

And full of guilty Sorrow for the paſt, 

Vow d to repeat the daring Crime no more, 

But with Humility and loyal Service 

To purge his Fame, and waſh the Stains away. 
th. Deceit and Artifice! the Turn's too ſudden; 

Habitual Exils ſeldom change ſo ſoon, 

But many Days muſt paſs, and many Sorrows, 

Conſcious Remorſe and Anguiſh mult be felt, 

To curb Defire, to break the ſtubbora Will, 

And work a ſecand Nature in the Soul, 

Ere Virtue can reſume the Place ſhe loſt; 

Tis elſe Difſimulation —— But no more, 

The ruffling Train of Suitors are at hand, 

Thoſe mighty Candidates for Love and Empire; 

"Tis well the Gods are mild, when theſe dare hope 

To merit their beſt Gifts by Riot and Injuſtice. 
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Euer Polydamas, Agenor, Thoon, Ephiales, 
and Attendants. 

Pol. Our Souls are out of Tune, we lenguith all, 
Nor does the ſweet returning of the Dawn . 
Chear with its ufual Mirth our drowzy Spirits, 
That droop'd beneath the lazy leaden Night. 

Agen. Can we, whe ſwear we love, ſmile or be gay, 
When our fair Queen, the Goddeſs of our Vows, 
She that adorns our Mirth, and gilds our Day, 
With-bolds the Beams that only can revive us? 

Tho. Night muſt involve the World till ſhe appear, 
The Flowers in painted Meadows bang their Heads, 
The Birds awake not to their Morning Song, 
Nor early Hinds renew their conſtant Labour; 
Ev'n Nature feems to ſlumber till her Call, 
Regardleſs of th' Approach of any other Day: 


* 


Eph, Why is ſhe then with- held, this publick Good? 


Why does ſhe give thoſe Hours that ſhould rejoyce us 
To Tears, Perverſeneſs, and to ſullen Privacy? | 
While vainly here we waſte our luſty Youth, 
In Expectation of the uncertain Bleſſing ? 

Pol. For twice two Years, this coy, this cruel Beauty 
Has mock'd our Hopes, and croſt em with 3 
At length the female Artifice is plain, 
The Riddle of her myſtick Web is known, 1 
Which ere her ſecond Choice ſhe ſwore to weave; 
While Qill the ſecret Malice of the Night 
Undid the Labours of the former Day. 

Agen. Hard are the Laws of Love's deſpotick Rule, 
And ey'ry Joy is trebly bought with Pain; 
Crown we the Goblet then, and call on Bacchus, 
Bacchus the jolly God of laughing Pleaſures, 
Bid ey'ry Voice of Harmony awake, Apollo 
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Apollo's Lyre, and Hermes tuneful Shell; 
Let Wine and Muſick joyn to ſwell the Triumph, 
To ſooth uneaſie Thought, and lull Defire, 
thb. Is this the Rev'rence due to ſacred Beauty, 
Or theſe the Rights the Cyprian Goddeſs claims? 
Theſe rude licentious Orgyes are for Satyrs, 
And ſuch the drunken Homage which they pay 
To old Silenus nodding on his AG. 
But be it as it may; it ſpeaks you well, 
Eph. What fays the Slave? 
Tho. Oh! *tis the Snarler, Zthon, 
A privileg'd Talker —— Give him leave to rail; 
Or ſend for Irus forth, his fellow Drole, 
And let *em play a Match of Mirth before us, 


And Laughter be the Prize to crown the Victor. 


th. And doſt thou anſwer to Reproof with Laughter? 
But do ſo ſtill, and be what thou wert born; 
Stick to thy native Senſe, and ſcorn Inſtruction, 
Oh Folly! what an Empire baſt thou here! 
What Temples ſhall be rais'd to thee! What Crowds: 
Of ſlav' ring. hooting, ſenſeleſs, ſhameful Ideots 
Shall worſhip at thy ignominious Altars, 
While Princes are thy Prieſts! 
Pol, Why fhoud'ſt thou think, 
Oerweening, Inſolent, Unmanner'd Slave, 
That Wiſdom does forſake the Wealth, the Honours, 
And fulf Proſperity of Princes Courts, 
To dwell with Rags and Wretchedneſs like thine? 
Why doſt thou call him Fool? 
th. Speech is moſt free, 
It is Fove's Gift to all Mankind in common. 
Why do'ſt thou call me poor, and think me wretched? 
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Eh. Anſwer to thy ſelf, 
And let it ſerve for thee, and for thy Friend. 1 
Agen. He talks like Oracles, obſcure and ſhort, 1 
th. | wou'd be underſtood, but Apprehenſion = 
I; not thy Talent Midnight Surfeits, Wine, | 
And painful undigeſled Morning Fumes, 
Have marr'd thy Underſtanding. 
bh. Hence, thou Miſcreant! | | 
My Lords, this Railer is not to be born. Trance? 
Zth. And wherefore art thou born, thou publick Grie- 
Thou Tyrant, born to be a Nation's Puniſhment; 
To ſcourge thy guilty Subjects for their Crimes, 
Ard prove Heaven's ſharpeſt Vengeance? 
Eph. Spurn him hence, 
And tear the rude unhallow'd Railer's Tongue 
17 Forth from his Throat. 
th. If brutal Violence 
And Luſt of foul Revenge ſhou'd urge thee o 
den of the Queen and Moſpitable Jove, 
Toppreſs a Stranger, ſingle and unarm'd, 
Yet mark me well, I was not born thy Vaſſal; 
And wert thou ten times greater than thou art, 
And ten times more a King, thus wou'd I meet thee, 
Thus naked as I am, 1 wou'd oppoſe thee, 
And fight a Woman's Battel with my Hands, 


Ere thou ſhoud'ſt do me Wrong, and go unpuniſh'd. b 
Eph. Ha! doſt thou brave me, Dog? [Coming up to 
Tho, Avant! | Ethon. 
Pol. Begon! WEN 1 
Enter Eury machus. 


Eur, What Daughter of old Chaos and the Night, 
What Fury loiters yet behind * * „ 
To 
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Each frowning Viſage doubly dy'd with Wrath; 
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To vex the peaceful Morn with Rage and Uproar! 


Your Voices in tumultuous Clamours rais'd, 
Venting Reproach, and ſtirring ſtrong Contention, 
Say you have been at Variance — Speak, ye — 
Whence grew th' Occafion? 

th. King of Samos, hear me. 
To thee, as to a King, worthy the Name, 
The Majeſty and Right Divine of Pow'r, 
Boldly I dare appeal This King of Seriphos, 

[ Pointing to Ephialter, 


This Ifland Lord, this Monarch of a Rock, 


He and his Fellow-Princes there, yon' Band, 
Of eating, drinking Lovers, have in Scorn 
Of the Gods Laws, and Strangers ſacred Privilege, 
Offer d me foul Offence and moſt unmanly Injuries. 
Eur. Away ! It is too much You wrong your 
Honours, [To the Moin. 
And ftain the Luſtre of 3 Names, 
To brawl and wrangle with a Thing beneath you; 
Are we not Chief on Earth, and plac'd aloft? 
And when we poorly ſtoop to mean Revenge, 
We ſtand debas'd, and level with the Slave 
Who fondly dares us with his vain Defiance. 
Eph. Henceforward let the ribald Railer learn 
To curb the lawleſs Licence of bis Speech, 
Let him be dumb, we wo not brook his Prating. 
Eur. Goto! Tou are too bi: ter — But no more; [To Æth 


Let ev'ry jarring Sound of Diſcord ceaſe, 


Tune all your Thoughts and Words to Beauty's Praiſe, 
To Beauty that with ſweet. and pleaſant Influence 
Breaks like the Day- ſtar from the chearful Eaſt, 
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or ſee where cireled with a Crowd of Fair Ones, | 
| Rt as the Spring, and fragrant as its Flowers, 
Your Queen appears, your Goddeſs, your Penelope. | 
Enter the Queen with Ladies, and otber Attendants, 
Diana thus on Cynthus ſhady Top. 
Or by Eurota's Stream, leads to the Chace 
Her Virgin Train; a Thouſand lovely Ny mphs, 
of Form Celeſtial all, Troop by her Side: | 
Amidſt a Thouſand Nymphs the Goddeſs ſtands confeſt, 
In Beauty, Majeſty, and Port Divine,” 
Supream and Eminent, 
Qu. If thefe ſweet Sounds, 
This humble fawning Phraſe, this faithleſs Flattery, 
If theſe known Arts cou'd heal my wounded Soul, 
Cou'd recompence the Sorrows of my Days, 
Or ſooth the Sighings of my lonely Nights; 
Well might you hope to woe me to your Wiſhes, _ 
And win my Heart with your fond Tales of Love: 
But fince whate'er I've ſuffer'd for my Lord, 
From Troy, the Winds and Seas, the Gods and you, 
Is deeply writ within my fad Remembrance, 
Know, Princes, all your Eloquence is vain. 
Agen. If thoſe bright Eyes, that waſte their Lights 
with Weeping 
Wou'd kindly ſhine upon Agettor's Hopes, 
Behold he offers to his charming Queen 
His Crown, his Life, his ever- faithful Vows, 
What Joys ſoe er or Love or Empire yield, 
To bleſs her ſuture Days, and make em happy all. 
Pol, Accept my Crown, and Reign with me in Delos. 
Tho Mine, and the Homage of my People, wait you. 
Eph, I cannot Court you with a ſilken Tale, 
7 With 
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With eaſie ambling Speeches, fram'd on purpoſe, 


. Made te be ſpoke in Tune But be my Queen, 


And leave my plain-ſpoke Love to prove its Merit. 
Qu. And am I yet to learn your Love, your Faith? 

Are not my Wrongs gone up to Heay'n againſt you? 

Do they not ſtand before the Throne of Fove 

And call inceſſant on his tardy Vengeance? 

What Sun has ſhove that has not ſeen your Inſolence, 

Your waſteful Riot, and your impious Mirth, - 

Your Scorn of Old Laertes feeble Age, 

Of my Son's Youth, and of my Woman's Weakneſs! 

Ev'n in my Palace, here, my lateſt Refuge, 

(For you are Lords of all befide in Ichaca,) 

With Ruffian Violence and murd'rous Rage 

You menace the Defenceleſs and the Stranger; 


And from th' unhoſpitable Dwelling drive 


Safecy and friendly Peace. 

th. For me it matters not; 
Wrong is the Portion ſtill of feeble Age. | 
My toilſome Length of Days, full oft has taught me 
What tis to ſtruggle with the Proud and Powerful; 
But tis for thy unhappy Fate, fair Queen, 
"Tis to behold thy Beauty and thy Virtue, | 
Tranſcendent both, worthy the Gods who gave *<m; 
And worthy of their Care, to ſee em left, 
Abandon'd and forſaken to rude Outrage, 
And made a Prize for Drunkards; 'tis for this 
My Soul takes Fire within, and vainly urges 
My cold enervate Hand to aſſert thy Cauſe, 

2. Alas! they ſcorn the Weakneſs of thy Age, 
As of my Sex —— But mark me well, ye Princes! 
Whoe'er amongft you dares to lift his Hand 
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ULT * 
Apainſt the hoary Head of this old, Man, „ 
This good old Man, this Friend of my Ulyſſes, 
Him will I hold my worſt, my deadlieſt Foe, 
Him ſhall-my Curſes and Revenge purſue, 
And mark him from the reſt with moſt diſtinguiſh'd Hatred, 
Eph. That you are weak, defenceleſs, and oppreſt, 
Impute not to the Gods, they have befriended you, 
With laviſh Hands they ſpread their Gifts before you, 
What Pride, Reveoge, what wanton Love of Change, 
Or Woman's Wiſh can ask, behold, we offer you. | 
Curſe the Perverſeneſs of your ſtubborn Will then 
That has delay'd your Choice, and in that Choice 'youg: 
Happineſs. 
Q. And muſt I hear this till, and ftill endure it? 
Oh Rage! Diſhonour! wretched, helpleſs Queen! 
Return, return, my Hero, my Ulyſſes; | 
Bring him again, you cruel Seas and Winds, 
Troy and adult'rous Paris are no more; 
Reſtore him then, you righteous Gods of Greece; 
T avenge himſelf and me upon theſe Tyrants, 
And do a ſecond Juſtice here at home. 
Eur. Amongſt the mighty Manes of the Greeks, 
Great Names, and fam'd for higheſt Deeds in War, 
His honour'd Shade reſts from the Toils of Life 
In everlaſting Indolence and Eaſe, | 
Careleſs of all your Pray'rs and vain Complainings, 
Which the Winds bear away, and ſcatter in their Wantonneſs; 
Turn thoſe bright Eyes then, from Deſpair and Death, 
And fix your better Hopes among the Living, e 
Fix 'em on One, who dares, who can defend you, 
One worthy of your Choice. 
2s, If my free Soul | 1 - acyl 
B Muſt 
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Muſt ſtoop to this unequal hard Condition, 


If I muſt make this ſecond hated Choice, 
Yer by Connubial Juno here I ſwear, 
None ſhall ſucceed my Lord, but that brave Man 


That dares avenge me well upon the reſt. 
Then let whoever dares to Love be bold, 


Be, like my former Hero, made for War, 
Able to bend the Bow, and toſs the Spear; 
For ev'ry Wrong his injur'd Queen-has found, 
Let him reyenge and pay it with a Wound; 
Fierce from the Slaughter let the Victor come, 
And tell me that my Foes have met their Doom; 
Then plight his Faith upon his bloody Sword, 
And be, what my Ulyſſes was, my beſt, my deareft Lord: 
[ Exennt Queen, Mentor, and Attendants. Eur. 
Eph. Agen. Thoon. and Poly. following. 
Manet Æthon. 
th. O matchleſs Proof of Faith and Love unchangꝭ d! 
Left in the Pride, the wiſhing Warmth of Youth, 
For ten long Years, and ten Jong Years to that, 
And yet fo true! Beſet with ſtrong Allurements, 
With Youtb, proud Pomp, and ſoft bewitching Pleaſure, 
"Tis wonderfel! and Wives in later Times 
Shall think it all the Forgery of Wit, 
A Fable curiouſly contriv*d t* upbraid 
Their fickle eaſy Faith, and mock them fortheir 3 
But fee! the Samian King returns. 
| Enter Eury machus. 
Eur. I ſought you 
Amidſt the Croud of Princes, who attend 
The Queen to unos Temple. 
th. When I worſhip 
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And bow my ſelf before the awful Gods, | 


I mingle not with thoſe who ſcorn their Laws, 
With raging, brutal, looſe, voluptuous Crouds, 
Who take the Gods for Gluttons like themſelves, 
Eur. This ſullen Garb, this moody Diſcontent, 
Sits on thee well, and I applaud thy Anger; 
Thy juſt Diſdain of this licentious Rout: 
Yet all are not like theſe ; nor ought thy Quarrel 
Be carry'd on to all Mankind in common, 
th. Perhaps the untaught Plainneſs of my Words, 
May make you think my Manners rude and ſavage; 
But know, my Country is the Land of Liberty; 
Pheacia's happy Iſle, that gave me Birth, 
Forbids not any to ſpeak plain and truly; 
Sincere and open are we, roughly Honeſt, 
Upright in Deed, tho ſimple in our Speech, 
As meaning not to Flatter, or Offend; | 
The Uſe of Words we have, but not the Art, 
And ev'n as Nature dictates, ſo we ſpeak. 
Eur. Now by great Juno, Guardian of our Samos, 
In ftrong Deſcription haſt thou well expreſt 
That manly Virtue I wou'd make a Friend of. 
Nor thou, brave Ætheon, ſhalt diſdain our Amity, 


Our proffer'd Love; for know that Kings, like Gods, 


With all Things good adorn their own Creation, 

And where their Favour fixes, there is Happineſs. 
th. Yes, Sir, you are a King, a great one too; 

My humbler Birth has caſt me far beneath you, 

And made me for the proffer'd Grace unfit; 

Friendſhip delights in equal Fellowſhip, 

Where Parity of Rank and mutual Offices 


Engage both 2 alike, and keep the Balance ey'n. 
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*Tis irkſome to a gen rous grateful Soul, 
To be oppreſt beneath a Load of Favours, 
Sill to receive, and run in Debt to Friendſhip, 
Without the Pow'r of paying ſomething back. 
Eur, I know thee grateful; juſt and gen'rous Minds 
Are always ſo; nor is thy Pow'r ſo ſcanty 
But that it may vye with a King's Munificence, 
May make me large Amends for all my Bounty, 
May bleſs me with a Benefit I want, 
And give me that which my Soul moſt deſires: 
The Queeny | | 
* Z£ih. How, Sir, the Queen! 
Eur. The Beauteous Queen, 
That Summer-Sun in full Meridian Glory, 
Brighter than the faint Promiſe of the Spring, 
With Bleſſings ripen'd to the Gatherer's Hand, 
Mature for Joy, and in Perfection lovely; 
Ev'a ſhe ! 
The Pride of Greece, the Wiſh of youthful Princes, 
Severe, and Cold, and Rigid, as ſhe is, 
Looks gently on thee Æthon, ſhe beholds thee 
With kind Regard, and liſtens to thy Counſels.' 
ih. Be ſtill, thou beating Heart! [ Aſide.] Well Sir, 
go on. | 
Eur. No more, there needs no more; thy piercing Wit, 
I read it in thy Eyes, hath found my Purpoſe, 
Be favourable then, be friendly to me; 
Nay, I'll conjure thee, by my Hopes, by thine, 
Whether they follow Wealth, or Power, or Fame, 
Or what Deſires ſoc'er warm thy old Breaſt, 
Counſel me, aid me, teach me, be my Friend. 
th. Suppoſe me ſuch, What ſhou'd my Friendſhip 
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Eur. O by Ten Thouſand Ways! has not that Age 
That turn'd thy rev'rend Locks ſo Silver White, 

Has it not giv'a thee Skill ia Womankind, 

Sagacious Wiſdom to explore their Subtleties, 

Their coy Averſions, and their eager Appe ites, 

Their falſe Denials, and their ſecret Yieldings? 

Yet more, thy: Friendſhip with her former Lord, 

Gives thee a Right to ſpeak, and be believ'd. 

th. Then you wou'd have me woe her for you, 
wir her; 

This Queen, this Wife of bim that was my Friend? 

Eur. Thou ſpeak*ſt me well, of him that was my Friend: 
His Death has broke thoſe Bonds of Love and Friendſhip, 
And left me free and worthy to ſucceed 
Both in her Heart and thine. 

th. Excuſe me, Sir, 

Nor think I meant to queſtion your high Worth. 

I am but ill at Praifing, or my Tongue a7 

Had ſpoke the great Things that my Heart thinks of you. 
Yet do you hold 

This Sov'reign Beauty made of ſuch light Stuff, 

So like the common Changelings of her Sex, 

That he that flatter'd, figh'd, and ſpoke her fair, 

Cou'd win her from her ſtubborn Reſolution 

And chaſte Reſery'dneſs, with his ſweet Perſuaſion? 

Eur. No, were ſhe form'd like them, ſhe were a Conqueſt 
Beneath a Monarch's Love, or Æthon's Wit. 
Not but I think, ſhe has her warmer Wiſhes, 
'Twere monſtrous elſe, and Nature had deny'd 
Her choiceft Bleſſing to her faireſt Creature; 
Her ſoft Deſires that ſteal abroad unſeen, | 
Like Silver Cynthia ſliding from her Orb. 
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30 U LYSSES. 
At dead of Night to young Endymion's Arms. 


th. How Ithink youſo!—But ſo'tis true it may be, 


The beſt of all the Sex is but a Woman 
And why ſhou'd Nature break her Rule for One ? 


To make One true, when all the reſt are falſe? 


To find thoſe Wiſnes then, thoſe fond Deſires, 
To trace the fulſome Haunts of wanton Appetite, 
She muſt be try'd, 
Eur. That to thy Care, my Zthon, | 
Thy Wit and watchful Friendſhip, I commend. 
Eth. Yes, Sir, be certain on't, ſhe ſhall be try'd; 
Thro all the winding Mazes of her Thoughts, 
Thro? all her Joys, her Sorrows, and her Fears, 
Thro? all ber Truth and Falſhood Ill purſue her. 
She ſhall be ſubtler than Deceit it ſelf, 
And proſperouſly Wicked, if ſhe ſcape me. 
Zur. Thou art my Genius, and my happier Hours 
Depend upon thy Providence and Rule. 
This Day, at her Return from Fan's Altar, 
have obtain d an Hour of private Conference, 


* 


th. What! Private, ſaid you! *Twasa Mark of Favour, 


Diſtinguiſhingly kind. 

Eur. Somewhat I urg d IM 
That much concern'd her Honour, and her Safety; 
Nay ev'n the Life of her belov'd Telemachus, 
Which to her Ear alone I wou'd diſcloſe: | 
Thou ſhalt be preſent —- How I mean to prove her, 
Which way to ſhake the Temper of her Soul, 
And where thy Aid may ſtand me moſt in Read, 
1 will inſtruct thee as wie paſs * 

Zth. I wait you, Sir. 

Eur. Nor doubt of the Succeſs, 
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This ſtubborn Beauty ſhall be taught Compliance, 
Fair Daughter of the Ocean, ſmiling Venus, 
Thou Joy of Gods and Men, aſſiſt my Purpoſe; 
Thy Cyprus and Cythera leave a-while, " 0 
Thy Paphian Groves, and ſweet Idalian Hill, | © 
To fix thy Empire in this rugged Ile; 
Bring all thy Fires from every Lover there, 
To warm this coy, this cruel frozen Fair; 
Let her no more from Nature's Laws be free, 
But learn Obedience to thy great Decree, 8 
Since Gods themſelves ſubmit to Fate, and Thee. 


ACTI. SCENE! 
Enter Antinous, Cleon and Arcas, 


An) TIs thus, my Fellow- Citizens and Friends, 
Tis thus unhappy Ithaca muſt groan 
Beneath the Bondage of a Foreign Lord; 
A needy upſtart Race of hungry Strangers 
Shall ſwarm upon the Land, eat its Increaſe, 
Devour the Labours of the toiling Hind, 
And gather all the Wealth and Honours of our Ile, 
Cle. The filken Minions of the Samian Court, 
To Lord it o'er the Province ſhall be ſent, 
To rule the State, to be the Chiefs in War, 


And lead aur hardy Ithacans to Battle. 


Freedom and Right ſhall ceaſe; our Corn, Wine, Oyl, 
The Fatneſs of the Year, ſhall all be their; 
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oF ULYSSES. 
Our modeſt Matrons, and our Virgin Daughters; 
Ev'n all we hold moſt dear, ſhall be the Spoil, 
The Prey of our imperious haughty Maſters. 
Arc. Would I could fay I did not fear theſe Evils. 
Ant. O honeſt Arcas, tis too plain a Danger. 
The Queen, requir'd by publick Voice to Wed, 
To end at once the Hopes and riotous Concourſe 
Of Princely Gueſts, contending for her Love, 
O'er-paſling all the nobleſt of our Iſle, 
Inclines to fix her Choice on proud Eurymachus. 
Cle. Why rides the Samian Fleet within our Harbour, 
But to ſupport their Tyrant's Title here? 
With Cauſes feign'd they linger long, pretending 
Rude Winter- Seas, with Omens that forbid * 
The frighted Mariner to leave the Shoar ; 
While Neptune ſmooths his Waters for their Paſſage, 
And gently whiſtling Winds invite their Sails, 
As if they wiſh'd to waft them back to Samos. 
Are, Ulyſſes is no more; the partial Gods, 
Who favour'd Priam and his hapleſs Race, 
Have pour'd their Wrath on his devoted Head, 
And now in ſome far-diſtant Realm, expos d 
To glut the Vulture's and the Lyon's Maw, 
Or in the Oozy Bottom of the Deep, 
Full many a Fathom down, the Hero lies, 
And never ſhall return - What then remains ? 
But that our Country fly to thee for Succour, 


To thee, the nobleſt of the Lords of Ithaca; 
And fince, ſo Fate ordains, our Queen muſt Wed, 
Be thou her ſecond Choice, be thou our Ruler, 


And fave our Nation from a foreign Yoke, 


[Td Antinous. 
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ULYSSES, T 33 , 
Ant. You are my Friends, and over-rate my Worth, > 
But Witneſs for me, for you ſtill have known me, „ 
When- e er my Country's Service calls me on, 
No Enterprize ſo doubtful, or ſo dangerous, 
But [ will bo!dly prove it, to preſerve thee, 
Oh Ithaca, from Bondage. 
Cle. Wherefore urge you not 
Your Suit among the reſt? 
Ant. The cruel Queen | 
Rejects my humble Vows with angry Scorn; 
And when I once preſum'd to ſpeak my Paſſion, 
See calb'd it Inſolence Since then I've ſtrove 
To hide th' unlucky Folly from all Eyes 
But yours, my Friends, who view my naked Soul: * 
Arc. Avow your Flame in publick, tell the World ' 
Antinous is worthy of a Queen; 47 
So many valiant Hands ſhall own your Cauſe, 
So ſhall the Voice in Ithaca be for you, 
The Queen ſhall own your Love has made her great, 
And giv'n her back an Empire ſhe had loſt. | 
Ant. Think not 1 dream the Hours of Life away, 
Supine, and negligent of Love and Glory ; 
No, Arcas, no, my active Mind is buſie, 
And till has labour'd with a vaſt Deſign; . 
Ere-long the beauteous Birth will be diſclos d, 
Then ſhall your Pow'rs come forth, your Swords and 
Counſele, | 
And manifeſt the Love you bear ee 
Till then be ſtill- To favour my Deſign, 
With low Submiſſions, with obſequious Duty, 7 J 
And Vows of Friendſhip fit to flatter Boys with, | 
Pye 9 my ſelf into the Prince s Heart. 1 268, 
OS Cle. 
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Cle. Tis ſaid the Love- ſick Youth dotes ev n to Death 
Upon the Samian Princeſs, fair Semanthe. 

Ant. Let it go an *tis a convenient Dotage, 
And ſutes my Purpoſe well—— The Youth by Nature 
Is active, fiery, bold, and great of Soul; 
Love is the Bane of all theſe Noble Qualities, 

The fickly Fit, that palls Ambition's Appetite; 
And therefore have I nurs'd the fond Diſeaſe, 
Inſpiring lazy Wiſhes, Sighs, and Languiſhings, 
UnaQtive dreaming Sloth, and womaniſh Softneſs, 
To freeze his Veins, and quench his manly Fires, 
The froward God of Love, to boaſt his Pow'r, 
Has bred of late ſome little Jars between em; 
But *twas my Care to reconcile their Follies, 
And if my Augury deceiyes me not, 
This Day a Prieſt in private makes em one, 
Unknown or to the Queen, or to Eurymachus. 
But ſee! They come retire. 
He Enter Telemachus and Semanthe. 
Do, Sigh, and Smile, 
And print thy Lips upon the ſoft white Hand; 
Scepters and Crowns are Trifles none regard, 
That can be bleſt with ſuch a Joy as this is. 


[ Exernt Ant. Cle. and Arc. 


Tel. ves, my Semanthe, ſtill I will complain, 
Stil I will mur mur at thee, cruel Maid, 
For all that Pain thou gay ſt my Heart but now. 
What God, averſe to Innocence and Lore. 
Cou'd fake thy gentle Soul with ſuch a Storm? 


- Juſt at that happy Moment, when the Prieſt 


Had join d our Hands, thou ſtart'dft as Death had truck thee; 
And fighing cry'dſt, Ah? no! it is impoſſible! 
. 6 


ULYSSES. 5 
Sem. And yet, oh my loy'd Lord, yer I am yours; ; | 
This Hand has giv'n me to you, and this Heart, 94 
This Heart that akes with Tenderneſs, confirm d it. 
Tel, And yet thou art not mine; elſe why this 
Sorrow ? 
Why art thou wet with Weeping, as the Earth, 
When vernal Fove deſcends in gentle Show'rs, 
To cauſe Increaſe, and bleſs the Infant Year, 
When ev'ry ſpiry Graſs, and painted Flow'r, 
Is hung with pearly Drops of Heay'nly Rain? | 
Sem. Ye Woods and Plains, and all ye Virgin Dryads, 
Happy Companions of thoſe Woods and Plains, 
Why was I forc'd to leave your chearful Fellowſhip, 
To come and loſe my Peace of Mind at Ithaca? 
And oh! Semanthe, wherefore didſt thou liſten 
To that dear Voice? why did thou break thy Vow, | 
Made to the Huntreſs Cynthia and her Train? ; 
Ah! ſay, fond Maid, ſay wherefore didſt thou love? 
Tel, Alas! my gentle Love, how have I wrong'd thee? 
By what unwilling Crime have I offended ? 
That thus with ſtreaming Eyes thou ſhould'ft complains 
Thus daſh my Joys, and quench thoſe Holy Fires, 
By yellow Hymen's Torch ſo lately lighted : 
Thus ſtain this bleſſed Day, our Bridal Day, 
With the deteſted Omen of thy Sorrows. 
Sem, Of what ſhou'd I accuſe thee? thou art Noble; 
Thy Heart is ſoft, is pitiful, and tender; 
And thou wilt neyer wrong the pee Semanthe. 
ANG 5 — 
Tel. What mean'& thou? 
Sem. What have we been doing? 


Tel, A Deed of Happineſs. 
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Cloſe by my Side wert laid. 


And, heard the ſounding of her Silver Bow, 


Sem. Are we not marry'd? 
Tel We are, — and like the careful, thrifty Hind, 
Who provident of Winter fills his Stores 
With all the various Plenty of the Autumn, 
| We've hoarded up a mighty Maſs of Joy, 
To laſt for all our Years that are to come, 
And ſweeten ev'ry bitter Hour of Life. 


Sem. Fain wou'd I ſooth my Soul with theſe ſweet 


Hopes, 
Forget the Anguiſh of my waking Cares, 
And all thofe boding Dreams that haunt my Slumbers, 
Laſt Night, when after many a heavy Sigh, 
And many a painful Thought, the God of Sleep, 
Inſenſible and ſoft, had ftole upon me; 
Met hought I found me by a murm'ring Brook, 


; , Reclin'd at Eaſe upon the flow'ry Margin; 


And thou, thou firſt and Jaft of all my Thoughts, 
Thou dear, eternal Object of my Wiſhes, 


Tel. Delightful Vition ! 
And oh! oh Pity that it was not real! 


Sem. A while on many a pleaſing Theme we ab-, 
And mingled ſweet Diſcourſe; when on the ſudden, 
The Cry of Hounds, the jolly Huntſman's Horn, 
With all the chearful Muſick of the Chace, 


Surpriz d my Ear —— and ſtrait a Troop of Nymphs, 


Once the dear Partners of my Virgin Heart, 
Flew lightly by us eager of the Sport, | 
Laſt came the Goddeſs, great Latona's Daughter, 
With more than mortal Grace ſhe ſtood confeſt, 
I ſaw the Golden Quiver at her Back, 
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ULTSSES. | 
Abaſh'd I roſe, and lowly made Obeyſance; | 
But ſhe, not ſweet, nor affable, nor ſmiling, « 
As once ſhe wont, with ſtern Regard beheld me; 
And wherefore doſt thou loiter here, ſhe ſaid, 
of me, thy Fellows, and our Sports unmindfu]? 
Return, thou Fugitive; nor vainly hope 
To dreſs thy Bridal Bed, and waſte thy Youth 

cet In wanton Pleaſures, and inglorious Love; 
A Virgin at my Altar wert thou Vow'd, 
'Tis fix'd by Fate, and thou art mine for ever. 
With that ſhe ſnatch'd a Chaplet from my Hand, 
Which for thy Head in Fondneſs I had wove, 
And bore me ſwiftly with her: —— In my Flight, 
Backwards, methought, I turn'd my Eyes to thee, 
But found thee not, for thou wert vaniſh'd from me, 
And in thy Place my Father hy extended 
Upon the Earth, a bloody lifeleſs Coarſe ; 
Struck to the very Heart, I ſhriekt aloud, 
And waking, found my Tears upon my Pillow. 
Tel. Vex not thy peaceful Soul, my fair Semanthe, 
Nor dread the Anger of the awful Gods, 
Sife in thy Native unoffending Innocence. | 
Still when the golden Sun withdraws his Beams, 
And drowzy Night invades the weary World, 
Forth flies the God of Dreams, fantaſtick Morpheus, 
Ten thouſand mimick Fantoms fleet around him, 
Subtle as Air, and various in their Natures, 
Exch has Ten Thouſand Thouſand diffrent Forms, 
In which they dance confus'd before the Sleeper, 
While the vain God laughs to behold what Pain 
Imaginary Evils give Mankind. 


| Tay: Not hippy Omens that approve our Wiſhes; © 
J | . When 
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When bright with Flames the chearful Altar ſhines; 
And the good Gods are gracious to our Offerings, 
Not Oracles themſelves, that ſpeak us happy, 
Cou'd charm my Fears, and lull my froward Sorrows, 
Like the dear Voice of him whom my Soul loves. 
Ev'n while thou ſpok'ſt my Breaſt begun tb glow, 
J felt ſweet Hopes, and Joy, and Peace returning, 
And all the Fires of Life were kindled up anew. 
Tel. Hence then, thou meager Care, ill-boding Me- 
lancholy, 
Anxious Diſquiet, and heart-breaking Grief, 
Fly to your Native Seats, were deep below 
Old Night and Horror with the 'Furies dwell, 
Love and the joyful Genial Bed diſchim you; 
To-Night a Thouſand little laughing Cupid. 
Shall be our Guard, and wakeful watch around us; 
No Sound, no Thought ſhall enter to diſturb us, 
But facred Silence reign; unleſs, ſometimes, 
We ſigh and murmur with Exceſs of . 

Sem. Alas, my Lord! 

Tel. Again that mouruful Sound! 

Sem. What other Pain is this? what other Fear, 
So diff rent quite from what l felt before? 
Alternate Heat and Cold ſhoot thro' my Veins, 
Now a chill Dew hangs faintly. on my Brow, 


And now with gentle Warmth I glow all oer; 


Short are my Sighs, and nimbly beats my Heart, 
I gaze on thee with Joy, and yet I tremble, 


is Pain and Pleaſure blended, both at once, 


Tis Life and Death, or ſomething more than either. 


Tel. Thus untry'd Soldiers when the Trumpet ſounds, 


Expect the Combat with uncertain Paſſions ; 
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Thus Nature ſpeaks in unexperienc'd Maids, * 
And thus they bluſh, and thus like thee they 6 
At Even, when the Queen retires to Reſt, 
I meet thee here, and take thee to my Arms, 
Thy beſt, thy ſureſt Refuge. 
But ſee! the Stranger Æthon comes; retire; | 
I wou'd not have his watchful Eye obſerve us. 
Enter Mthon. 
I charge thee loiter not, but haſte to bleſs me, 
Haſte, at th' appointed Hour, | 
Think with what eager Hopes, what Rage I burn, 
For ev'ry tedious Minute how I mourn; 
Think how I call thee Cruel for thy Stay, 
And break my Heart with Grief, for thy unkind Delay. 
[Exeunt Telemachus and Sem 
Manet Athon. 
Zth. Ha! what, ſo cioſe! how cautious to avoid me? 
As who ſhou'd ſay, Old Man you are too Wile, 
What bas my Youth to do with your Inſtructions, 
While Folly is fo pleaſant to my Taſte, 
And damn'd Deſtruction wears a Face ſo fair? 
This Samian King is Happy in his Arts: 
His Daughter, vow'd a Virgin to Diana, 
Is brought to play the Wanton here at Ithaca: 
No matter for Religion; let the Gods 
Look to their Rites themſelves: the Youth grows fond, 
Juſt to their Wiſh ! and ſwears himſelf their Vaſſal. 
His Mother follows next — But ſoft — They come; 
Now to put on the Pandar ! —— That's my d 
Enter the Queen and Eurymachus. 
Qu. Have I not anſwer'd oft, It is in vain. 
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As thou art Noble, pity me, Eurymachus, 

Add not new Weight of Sorrows to my Days, 

That drag too flow, too heavily along, 
=: — Compel me not to curſe my Life, my Being, 
1 To curſe each Morn, each chearful Morn, that dawns 
With healing Comfort on its balmy Wings, 

To ev'ry wretched Creature, but my ſelf; 
To me it brings more Pain, and interated Woes. 

Eur. Oh God of Eloquence, bright Maia's Son! 
Teach me what more than mortal Grace of Speech, 
What Sounds can move this fierce relentleſs Fair, 

This cruel Queen, that pityleſs beholds 

My Heart that bleeds for her, my humble Knee, 
In abject low Submiſſion bent to Earth, 

To deprecate ber Scorn, and beg in vain, 

One gracious Word, one favourable Look. 

D Count back the tedious Years, fince firſt my Hero 
Forſook theſe faithful Arms to War with Trey; 

And yet in all that long, long Tract of Time, 

Witneſs, ye chaſter Powers, if cer my Thoughts 

Have harbour'd any other Gueſt but him ; 

Remember, King of Samos, what I have been, 

Then think if I can change — Zthon! come near. 
 [Ethon comes forward. 

Good honeſt Man! how rare is Truth like thine! 

Thou great Example of a Loyal Friend! 

 £th. Oh Lady, ſpare that Praiſe; if few like me 

Are Friends, yet none have ever lov'd like you; 

Why what a mighty Space is twenty Years ? 

"Tis irkſome to Remembrance, to look back 

Upon your Youth, that happier Part of Life, 

Like ſome fair Field, of rich and fertile Soil, 
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That might have bleſt the Owner with Abundance, - 
But left unheeded, like a barren Moor, 
Lies fenceleſs, wild, uncultivate, and waſte. 
Qu. Alas! . , 
Eur. Were Youth and Beauty giv'n in vain? f 


Why were the Gods ſo laviſh of their Gitts, 
To one, whoſe ſullen Pride neglects to uſe em, 


As if ſhe ſcorn'd the Care Heav n took to make her Happy? 


Eth. More than enough of Sorrow have you known; 
Give Eaſe at length to your afflicted Soul, 
Be comforted, and now while Time is yours, 
Taſte the good things of Lite, yet cer they periſh, 
Yet e' er the happy Seaſon paſs away. 
Qu. What Sov'reign Balm, what heav'aly healing Art, 
Can cure a Heart ſo torn with Grief as mine, 
Can ſtay this neyer-ceafing Stream of Tears, 
And once more make my Senſes know Delight? 
Eur, What God can work that Miracle but Love? 
Loye, who diſpences Joy to Heav'n it (elf, 
And chears his Fellow-Gods more than their Nectar, 
Till wrapt with vaſt, unutterable Pleaſures, 
Such as Immortal Natures only know, 
Exch owns his Pow'r, and bleſſes the ſweet Boy. 
Qu. Now Zthon, by thy Friendſhip to my Lord, 
Anſwer, I charge thee, to this cruel King; 
Demand if it be Noble to Prophane 
My Virtue thus, with looſe diſhoneſt Courtſhip. 
th. Are Love and Virtue then ſuch Mortal * 
That they muſt never meet? 
Qu. Never with me, 
Unleſs my Lord return, 
£th, Vain Expection! 
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Qu. Ha! Surely I miſtook ! what ſaid'ſt thoy; 
£Ethon ? 


th. That you have waited long for that Return, 
Waſted too much of Life, and caft away 
Thoſe precious Hours, that might have been n 
To better uſe than Weeping. 
Ou. This from thee! 
Of faithleſs! Truth is vaniſh'd then indeed. 
Oh Zthon! — art thou too — become my Enemy 
th. If, to reward your Faith to loſt Ulyſſes, 
I pray the Gods to heap their Bleſſings on you, 
To make you Miſtreſs of a mighty Nation, 
An Empire greater, nobler than your own, 
And crown you with this valiant Monarch's Love, 
If this be Enmity, you may accuſe me. 
Qu. Doſt thou ſollicit for him? doſt thou dare 
Invade my Peace, my Virtue? 
Arb. Not for him,. 
But for the common Happineſs of both. 
Qu. Traitor! no more —— at length thy wicked Arts, 


Thy falſe diſſembled Friendſhip for my Lord, 


Thy Pious Journey hither for his ſake, 

Thy Care of mie, my Son, and of the State, 

Thy Praiſe, thy Couaſels, and thy ſhew of Virtue, 
So holy, ſo adorn'd with Rev'rend Age, 

All are reveal'd, and thou confeſt a Villain; 

Hire, and the ſordid Love of Gain have caught thee; 


| Gold bas prevail'd upon thee to betray me, 


And bargain for my Honour with this Prince, 


[Pointing to Eurymachus. 
th. It grieves me 1 Offend 1 fare I am, 
I meant it as a Friend, 


Arts, 


jus. 
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Qu. Hence from my Sight! 
Eur. ZEthon, no more. Since Love paar willing 
Friendſhip 

Employ their pious Offices in vain, 

Learn we henceforth from this imperious Beauty, 

Learn we, from her Example, to be cruel: 

And tho? our ſofter Paſſions reſt unſatisfy'd, 

Yet the more fierce, the manly, and the rough, 

Shall be indulg'd and riot to Exceſs. 


'Up then Revenge, and arm thee thou fell Fury, 


Up then, and ſhake thy hundred Iron Whips, 

To-Day I vow to ſacrifice to thee, | 

And lake thy horrid Thirſt with Draughts of RoyalGore? 
Qu. What fays the Tyrant? LAſide.] Ob, Eurymachwus 

What fatal Purpoſe has thy Heart conceiv'd? 

What means that Rage that lightens in thy Eyes? 

That flaſhes fierce, and menaces ? 
Eur. The lambent fire of Love prevails no more; 

And now another mightier Flame ſucceeds; 

Vaunt not too ſoon, nor triumph in thy Scorn, 

For know, proud Queen, in ſpight of thy Db. 

There is a Way ev'n yet to reach thy Heart. 

Thou haſt a Son, the Darling of thy Eyes 
Qu. Oh fatal Thought! 

Fear, like the Hand of Death, hath ſeiz d my Heart, 

Cold, chilling Cold my Son] Oh my Telemachns ! 
th. That ſtroke was home now, Virtue, hold 

thy own. * [A.. 

Eur. Know then, that Son is in my Power, and 2 

His frail uncertain Being at my Pleaſure, 


And when I frown, Death and Deſtruction, greedy, 
Watchful, intent like Tygers on their Prey, 


Start 
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Start ſudden forth, and ſeize the helpleſs Boy. 
Three Hundred choſen Warriors from my Fleet, 
Who undiſcern'd, in Parties, and hy ſtealth, 
Late came a-ſhore, now wait for my Commands; 
Think on em as the Miniſters of Fate, 

For when I bid em execute, tis done. 

Qu. If, as my Soul preſages from thoſe Terrors 
Which gather on thy ſtern, tempeſtuous Brow, 
Thou art ſeverely bent on Death and Vengeance, 
Yet hear me, hear a Wretch's only Pray'r, 

Oh ſpare the Innocent, ſpare my Nlemachus, 
Let not the Ruffian's Sword nor murd'rous Violence 
Cut off the Noble Promiſe of his Youth, 
Oh ſpare him, and let all thy Rage fall here; 
Remember twas this haughty, ſtubborn Queen 
Refus d thy Love, and let ber feel thy Hate. 

Eur. A ſecret Joy glides thro? my ſullen Heart, 
To ſee ſo fair a Suitor kneel before me. 
But what have I to do with Thoughts like theſe? 
Ethon, go bear this Ring to bold Ceraunus, 
The Valiant Leader of our Samian Band; 
My laſt of Orders, which this Morn I gave him, 
Bid him perform; haſte thou, and ſee it done. 

Qu. Stay I conjure thee, ZAthon—— Cruel King! 
Speak, anſwer me, unfold this dreadful Secret: 


Where points this ſudden, dark, myſterious Miſchief? 
Say, at the Head of what devoted Wretch c 
This winged Thunder aims 


Say, while my Fears 
Have left me yet a little Life to hear thee. 

Eur. Already doſt thou dread the gath'ring Storm, 
That grum bles in the Air, preluding Ruin? 
But mark the Strokę, keep all thy Tears for that, 
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Too ſoon it ſhall be told thee——.Zehon, hence! | | 
4. holding Æthon.] Not for thy Life —— No not 'F 
*till Thou haſt heard me. Wer? Aa 

Too well, alas! I underſtand my Fate. | | 

How have I been, among the happy Mothers, 

Call'd the moſt happy, now the moſt miſerable : | 
The barren, comfortleſs ſate down and wept, | 160 
When they compar'd their Marriage -· Beds with mine Mo 
The fruitful, when they boaſted of their Numbers, = 
With Envy and unwilling Praiſe, confeſt 111 
That I had all their Bleſſings in my One. : if 
Our Virgins, when they met him, figh'd and bluſh'd, - - 
Matrons and Wives beheld him as a Wonder, - 
And gazing Clouds purſu'd and bleſt him as he paſgd. 
But then his Youth! his Tendernefs ! his Piety ! 

Oh my Tolemachus! my Son! my Son! =— 

Eur. And what are all theſe Tears and help'eſs wailings; _— 
What poor Amends to injur'd Love and me? . 42 
How have I mourn'd thy Scorn, unkind and cruel? _ 19 
How have I melted in unmanly Weeping? ; 
How have I taught the ſtubborn Rocks of Ithaca, 
And all the ſounding Shore to eccho my. Complainings? ; 
And haſt thou c'er relented? Now mourn thou, | Bel 
And murmur not, nor think thy Lot too hard, | 7 1 
Since equal Juſtice pays thee but thy own. | 

Qu. Oh didſt thou know what Agonies I „ 218 
Hard as thou art, thou would'ſt have Pity on me: _ 
Death is too poor a Name, for that means Reſt, | 
But tis Deſpair—'tis mad——tormenting Rage, 1 
'Tis terrible tis bitter Pain —it is | 7 l 
A Mothet's Mourning for her only Son. „ | 


= 


- Zth. Now, now her labouring Heart is rent with 1 


—_— Anpuiſh ! | my 
—_— Oh Nature, how affecting are thy Sorrows! ark 
—_— How moying, melting in a Mother's Eyes! . 
ny So Silver Thetis, on the Phrygian Shore, me atk 
BM | Wept for her Son, fore-knowing of his Fate, Oe / 
| =_ The Sea-Nymphs fate around, and joyn'd their Tears, 7 
1 While from his loweft Deep old Father Ocean 1 
Ls. E a 3 Was heard to groan, in pity of their Pain. | 22 — a 
| I = Eur. Fair Mourner riſe Thus far thou haſt pre. On ; 
. wild, [Offering to raiſe be. Tr. 
1 If, to attone for all I have endur d, 
= For all thy cold Neglect, thy Arts, Delays, — 
= For all my Years of anxious Expectation, Oh fof 
| This Night thou give thy Beauties to my Arms; And le 
Fl 0 « 3 5 
1 This Night! for Love, impatient of my Wrongs, Gently 
; 44 Allows not ev a Moment's Space beyond it; or let 
The Prince, thy lov'd Telemachus, ſhall live, 


| i b 
And Danger and Diſtreſs ſhall never know thee more. . 


Qu. Oh Shame! Oh Modeſty ! Connubial Truth 2 
And ſpotleſs Purity! Ye Eeav'nly Train! _— 
Have I preſery'd you in my ſecret Soul, OE 


To give you up at laſt, then plunge in Guilt, AW 
Abandon'd to Diſhonour and Pollution ! | 
Oh never! never ! let me firſt be rack d, 


Torn, ſcatter'd by the Winds, plung'd in the Deep, 2 
Or bound amidſt the Flames —— Oh friendly Eartn Tha 
Open thy Boſom —— And thou Proſerpine, | Wh 
Infernal Juno, mighty Queen of Shades, Th 


Receive me to thy dark, thy dreadful Empire, No 
And hide me, fave me from this Tyrant's Fury. | 
£th.Ohrackiog, racking Pain of ſecret Thought! [ 4ſidt 
Eur 


With 


rs, 


e. 
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Hence! hence thou Trifler Love! fond, vain 
ths fer 
I eaſt, I tear thee out Ethon, be gone! 
Qu. Then drag me too! Vet hear me once, once more} 
For I will ſpeak to thee of Love! of Rage! 
Of Death! of Madneſs! and Eternal Chaos ! 
Eur. Away, thou Loiterer! d Mthony 
£th. Then I muſt go? | 
Qu. Eurymachus! [Holding out her Hand to him. 
Eur. Speak Hy | 
Du, Mercy! 
Eur. Love! | 
Q. Telemachus. 
Eur. My Queen! My Goddets! Art thou kind at laſt? 
Oh ſoftly, ſoftly breathe the charming Sound, 
And let it gently ſteal upon my Soul, 
Gently as falls the balmy Dew from Heav'n, 
Or let thy kind conſenting Eyes ſpeak for thee, 
And bring me the ſweet Tidings from thy Heart; 
She yields! Immortal Gods! flee yields! 
Qu. Where is he? | 
Where is my Son? O tell me, is he ſafe, 
Swear to me forme moſt ſacred ſolemn Oath, 
Swear my Telemachus is free from Danger. 
Ear. Hear me, great ove, Father of b 
And thou blue Neptune, and thou Stygian Pluto, 
Hear, all ye greater and ye leſſer Powers, 
That Rule in Heaven, in Earth, in Seas, and Hell, 
While to my Queen, on this fair Hand I ſwear, 
That Royal Youth, that beſt-lov'd Son is ſafe, 
Nor dies, unleſs his Mother urge his Fate. 
At Night, a Prieft, by faithful Zchon's Care, 
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In private ſhall attend at thy Apartment, | 
There while rich Gums we burn, and Spicy Odours, 
The Gods of Marriage and of Love invoking, 
I I will renew my Vows, and at thy Feet 
Devote ev'n all my Pow'rs to thy Command. 
Qu. Till then be kind, and leave me to my ſelf: 
Leave me to vent the Fulneſs of my Breaſt, 
Pour out the Sorrows of my Soul alone, 


And figh my ſelf, if poſſible, to Peace. 


Oh thou dear Youth, for whom I feel again 
My Throes, and twice endure a Mother's Pain ; 


Well had I dy'd to fave thee, oh my Son, 


Well, to preſerve thy Life, had givin my own; 

But when the Thoughts of former Days return, 

When my loft Virtue, Fame, and Peace I mourn, 

The Joys which ſtill thou gav'ſt me I forget, 

And own I bought theeata Price too great. [Ex.the Qu. 
Eur. At length we have prevail'd : Fear, Doubt and 

Thoſe peeviſh Female Virtues, fly before us, [Shame, 

And the diſputed Field at laſt is ours, I 
Etb. Yes, you have conquer d, have approv'd your ſelf 

A Maſter in the Knowledge of the Sex. 

What then remains but to prepare for Triumph, 

To rifle all the Spoils of Captive Beauty, 

And reap the ſweet Reward of your paſt Labours, 

What of the Prince? 
Eur. He lives, but muſt be mine, 

And my Semanthe's Love the Band to hold him; 

But to to-morrow's Dawn leave we that Care: 

The preſent Day, for deep, for vaſt I. 

And hardy Execution is d 

This Night, according to their waned Riot, 
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The Rival Princes mean to hold a Feaſt. © | 
th. 1 mark'd but now the mighty Preparation, 
When to the Hall the ſoveating Slaves paſt in 
Pending beneath the maſſie Goblets Weight, 5 


Whoſe each capacious Womb, fraught with rich Juice 


Drawn from the Chian and the Lesbian Grape, 
portended witleſs Mirth, vain Laughter, Boaſting, | 
Contentious Brawling, Madneſs, Miſchief, and fou] Mur- 
While to appeaſe the Glutton's greedy Maw — [er; 
Whole Herds are flain, more than ſuffice for Hecatombs, 
Ev'n more than Zeal, with pious Prodigality, 
Beſtows upon the Gods to feed their Prieſts with, 

Ear. Then mark me well, or cer the rowling Night 
Hath finiſh'd half her Courſe, the fumy Vapours 
And mounting Spirits of the deep-drunk Bowl, 
Shall ſeize the Brains of theſe carouſing Lovers; 
Then fhalt thou, £:hon, with my valiant Samiuns, 
Arm'd and appointed all at thy Command, 
Surround the Hall, and on our common Foes 
At once Revenge my Queen, thy ſelf, and me. 


Eth. Ha! At a Blow! tis juſt— tis greatly thought ! 


By Jove th' Avenger, twill be noble Slaughter; 
Nor doubt the Event. I anſwer for em all, 
Ev'n to a Man. 
Eur. Thine then be all the Care, 2 
While I with ſofter Pleaſures crown my Hours, 
And reyel in Delight. 
Eth. How ! At that Hour! [Starting. 
Ha! In Enjoyment! Can that be? 
Eur. It muſt. 


Fierce for the Joy, in Secret, and alone 


III teal upon my Love. 
; C A 


50 ULYSSES. 

_ . £Eth. Stay! that were well! 

Alone you muſt 
Ear. None but tte conſcious Prieſt 


That too muſt be thy Care, to chuſe one faithful, 


One far the Purpoſe fit. 
Eth. Moſt worthy Office! 
- One to your Wiſh, try'd in theſe pious Secrets, 
My Friend of ancient Date, is now in 1thaca; 
Him ſworn to Secrecy, and well prepar'd, 
I will inſtruct to wait you with the Queen. 
Eur. Then be propitious, Love! 
tb. And thou Revenge! 


[ Aſide, 


Shoot all thy Firer, and wake my ſlumb ring Rage, 


Let my paſt Wrongs, let Indignation raiſe, 
My Age to emulate my youthful Praiſe, 
Let the ſtern Purpoſe of my Heart ſucceed, 
Let Riot, Luſt, and proud Injuſlice bleed: 
Grant me but this, ye Gods, who favour Right, 
Lask no other Bliſs nor fond Delight, 
Nor envy Thee, O King, thy Bridal Night. 
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Euter Ethon, Mentor an Eumæut. 


th. IF Virtue be abandon'd, loft and gone, 

No matter for the Means that wrought the Ruinz 
Whether the Pomp of Pleaſure danc'd before her, 
Alluring to the Senſe, or drezdful Danger 
Came arm'd with all its Terrors to the Onſet, 

She ſhou'd have held the Bartel to the laſt, 

Undaunted, yieldleſs, firm, and dy'd or corquer'd, 
Men, Think on what hard, on what unequal Terms 

Virtue, betray'd within by Woman's Weakneſs, 

Beſet without with mighty Fears and Flatteries, 

Maintains the doubtful Conflict Sure if any 

Have kept the Holy Marriage-Bed inviolate, 

If all our Grecian Wives are not like Hellen, 

That praiſe the Queen my Royal Miſtreſs merits. 
Eum. And oh impute not one unheeded Word, 
Forc'd from her in the bittereſt Pangs of Sorrow, 

When fierce confliting Pafſions ſtrove within, 
Like all the Winds at once let looſe upon the Main, 
When wild Diſtraction rul'd —— Oh urge not that, 
A Blemiſh on her fair, her matchleſs Fame, 

Zth. Oh Mentor, and Eumaus, faithful Pair! 
To whom my Life, my Honour, all I truſt, 


' Theſe Eyes beheld her yielding Curſed ObjeQ!- 
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Withdeadly Wings 


The Sight of Hell, of baleful Acheron 

"That rowls bis livid Waves around the Damn'd, 
Roaring and yelling on the farther Shore, 

Was not ſo terrible, ſo irkſome to me, 

As when'I ſaw his Arms infold Penelope. 

I heard the fatal Compact for To- night, | 
The Joys which he propog'd, nor r ſhe deny d 
But ſee ſne comes 


Men, How much unlike a Bride! 
Enter the Queen. 


; Behold her Tears, fe comfortleſs Affliction, 


Anguiſh, and helpleſs, deſolate Misfortune 


Writ in her Face. 


th. Retire; I wou'd obſerve her. | 
Men. and Eum. retire to the back Part of the Stage, | 
And doſt thou only weep ? Shall that put off 

Thi en Hour of Shame, or ſave thy Son? 


" Thcu weep'ſt, and yet the ſetting Sun deſcends 


Swift to the Weſtern Waves; and guilty Night, 

Haſty to ſpread her Horrors o'er the World, 

Rides on the dusky Air, And now it comes, 
The fatal Moment comes, ev'n that dread Time 

When: Witches meet to gather Herbs on Graves, 

When. diſcontented Ghoſts forſake their Tombs, 

And ghaſtly roam about, and doleful groan, [dow 
And bark! the Screech-Ow!l ſcreams, and beats the Win- 
And hark! 
Like Thracian Tereus to un bappy Philomel, 

The furious Bridegroom comes, — the Tyrant! Ravither! 
And ſee! the Shade of my much-injur'd | Lo: 


Starts up to blaſt me! ! —— Hence! — Begon, you Horrors, 
For 1 will hide me in the Arms of Death, | 
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And think on you no more— That Traytor here! 
Seeing Athon. 

py Hail beauteous Queen ! The God of Love ſalares 
And thus by great Eurymachus he ſpeaks: [thee, 
Be Sorrow and Misfortune on thy Foes, 
But let thy Days be crown'd with ſmiling Peace, 
Content, and everlaſting Joy dwell with thee. 

# Com'ſt thou to greet me with the Sounds of Joy? 
Thou Meſſenger of Fate! So the hoarſe Raven 
Croaks o'er the Manſion of the dying Man, 

And often warns him with this diſmal Note, 

To think upon his Tomb. 
£th, Or I miſtook, 

Or I was bid to treat of gentler Matters, 

Kindly to ask at what auſpicicus Hour, 

Your Royal Bridegroom and the Prieft ſhou'd wait you. 
Qu. Too weil my boding Heart foretold thy Tidings — 

Now what Reply ? — There is no Room for Choice, 

Tis one Degree of Infamy to doubt, 

What muſt be muſt be Let me then reſolve, 

'Tis only thus no more ——and I am free. [ Aſide. 

Say to the Samian King, thy Maſter, thus; 

When Menslaus and the Fate of Greece 

Summon'd my Lord to Troy, he left bebind him 

None worthy of his Place in Love or Empire. 
tb. How, Lady! — Whither points her Meaning now ? 

[Ajide. 

D Say too, I've held his Merit in the Balance, 

But find the Price of Honour ſo much greater, 

That cwere an Ideot's Bargain to exchange em; 

Yet tell him too, I have my Sex's Weakneſs, 

I have a Mother's- Fondneſs i in my Eyes, - 4 2 

9 C 3 And 
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And all her tender Paſſions in my Heart. 
£th. Ay, there ! tis there ſhe's loſt 
Qu. Nor can I bear | | 
To ſee what more, far more than Life I joy in; 
My only Pledge of Love, my Lord's dear Image, 
My Son by bloody Hands mangled and murdei'd ; 
(Oh terrible to Nature! ) Therefore one, 
One Remedy alone is left to ſave me, 
To ſpield me from a Sight of ſo mach Horror, 
And tell Eurymachus, I find it here, | 
[She offers to ſtab her ſelf; Æthon catches hold 
of her Arm, aud prevents ber, 
th, Forbid it, Gods! periſh the Tyrant rather, 
Let Samos be no more. 
Qu. Off! Off, thou Traitor! 
Give way to my juſt Rage!—— Oh tardy Hand! 
To what haſt thou betray'd me! Let mego, 
Oh let me, let me die, or 1 will curſe thee, 
*Till Hell ſhall tremble at my Imprecations, 


LA. 


Till Heav'n ſhall blaſt thee — loſt! —undone for ever? 


th. Oh Trifler that I am! Mentor  Eumans! 


[They come forward. 


Come to my Aid! — ge calm but for a Moment, 
And wait to fee what Wonders it will ſhew thee. 
Guard her upon your Lives, remember that, 
Guard ber from ev'ry Inſtrument of Death, 

Sceth and aſſwage her Grief, till my Return 

Ua fold the mighty Secret of her Pate, 


And once more reconcile her Soul to Peace. [ Ex. Achon. 


Qu. And are you too my Foes? bave you conſpir d 
And join'd with that falſe ibon to betray me? 
Here fit thee down then, humbly in the-Duſt, 
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Here fit, a poor, forlorn, abandot'd Womin; 
Caſt not thy Eyes up to yon? azure Firmament, 
Nor hope Relief from thence, the Gods are pitileſs, 
Or buſie in their Heav'n, and thou not worth their Cre; : 
And oh! oh! caſt em not on Earth, to ſeek 
For Succour from the faithleſs Race of Man ; 
But as thou art forſaken and alone, | 
Hope not for Help, where there is none to help thee, 
But think tis Deſolation all about thee. | 

Men. Far be that Thought, to think you are forſaken; 
Gods and good Men ſhall make you till their Care. 
And oh! far be it from your faithful Servants, 
For all thoſe Honours mad Ambirion toils for, 
For all the Wealth that bribes the World to Wickednefs, 
For Hopes or Fears, for Pleaſures or for Pains, 
To leave our Royal Miftreſs in Diftreſs. 


For which ſo many tedious Years rowl'd round, 

At length the white, the ſmiling Minute comes, 

To wipe the Tears from thoſe fair Eyes for ever; 

That Good we daily pray'd for, but pray'd hopeleſs, 

That Good, which even the Preſcience of the Gods 

(So doubtfully was it ſet down in Fate,) : 

Uncertainly fareſaw, and darkly promis'd, 

That Good, One Day, the happieſt of our Lives, 

Freely and fortunately brings to paſs. 

Men. And hark! vindictive Fove prepares his Thun der, 

[ Thunders. 

Let the Wrong-doer and the Tyrant tremble; 

The Gods are preſent with us And beholJ! 

The ſolid Gloom of Night is rent aſ inder, 

While Floods of drzling, pure ætherial Light, 


C4 Break 


Period. 
Eum. At length Time's Fulaeſs comes, and that great 
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Break in upon the Shades — She comes, She comes! What ſhall 
Pallas, the Fautreſs of my Maſter's Arms. 5 [ 
And ſee where terrible in Arms, Majeftick, Son of La 
Celeſtial, and ineffably effulgent, Ulyſ. W 
She ſhakes her dreadful Zgis from the Clouds! s there ſo 


Bend, bend to Earth, and own the preſent Deity. 
| [1t Thunders again, 


Or haſt th 
Does not 


[The Scene opens above, and diſcovers Pallas in Qu. N 

the Clouds. ey knee Ml But what 

Eum. Daughter of mighty Fove, Tritonian Pallas, Thus Mac 
Be favourable ! oh! oh! be propit:ous, Pl ruſh u 
And fave the finking Houſe of thy Ulyſes. And if it 


Men. Goddeſs of Arts and Arms, thou blue-ey d Maid, I Here let 1 


Be fayourable! oh! ——ob! be propitioue, Juſt here, 
And glad thy Suppliants with ſome chearful Omen. Ulyſ. ! 
Qu. Virgin, begot and born of Fove alone, | Live for 
Chaſte, Wiſe, Victorious, if by thy Aſſiſtance Unnumb 
The Greeks were well aveng d on Perjur'd Trey, Crowns 
If by thy Aid, my Lord from Thracian Rheſus All Heay 
Obtain'd his ſnowy Steeds, and brought ſucceſsful Wait, w 
Thy fatal Image to the Tents of Greece ; Live to 
Once more be favourable — be propitious, That ful 
Reſtore my Lord Or if that be deny d, And this 
Grant me to ſhare. his Fate, and die with Honour; Qu. 
[ Thunder again The Scene cloſes aloue They riſe.) The ſull 
Men. The Goddeſs ſmiles — Moſt happy be the Omen! Have liſ 
And to the Left auſpicious rowls the Thunder. Have ſe 
Enter Æthon, or Ulyſſes, without his Diſguiſe, Or fror 
magniſicenily Arm'd and Habited. Thov'rt 
Qu. What other God art thou? Oh ſacred Form! Some ( 
] dream, I raye! — Why pui'ſt thou on this Semblance? Oh Ecl 
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What ſhall I eall thee? Say, ſpeak, anſwer me. 
[She advances two or three Steps looking amaxedly. 
Son of Laertes ! King! My Lord ! ——Ulyſes ! 
Ulyſ. Why doſt thou gaze? Am I ſo dreadful ill? 
Is there ſo much of Zthon-ſtill about me? 
Or haſt thou —— is it poſſible forgot me? 
Does not thy Heart acknowledge ſomething here? 
Qu. Nay tis, tis moſt impoſſible to Reaſon. 
But what have I to do with Thought or Reaſon? - 
Thus Mad, Diſtracted, raging with my Joy, 
ll ruſh upon thee, claſp thee to my Boſom,. .. 
And if it be Deluſion, let me die, 
, Here let me fink to eyerlaſting Reſt, 
Juſt here, and never never think again. 
U. No, live thou great Example of thy Sex, © 
Live for the World, for me, and for thy. ſelf: 
Unnumber'd Bleſſings, Honours, Years of ee 7 
Crowns from the Gods, enrich'd with brighteſt Stars, 
All Heav'n and Earth united in Applauſe, 
Wait, with officious Duty, to reward thee. | Wes | 
Live to enjoy cv*a-all thou haſt deſerv d. =_ 
That fulneſs of Delight, of which theſe Arms | My 
And this tranſporting Moment gives thee Earneſt, i 
Qu. I gaze upon thy Face, and fee thee here. 
The ſullen Pow*rs below, who rule the Dead, 
Have liſten'd to my Weeping, and rclented, 
Have ſent-thee from Hyxium back to me; raya Fi 
Or from the Deep, from Ses - green Neptune's Seats - 1 
Thou'rt riſen like the Day-Star; or from Hevn | 
Some God has brought thee on the Wings of Wines: 5 
Oh Eeſtaſie! But all that I can know, | 
Þ that I wake and live, and thou art here. 
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Uiyſſ. Troy I forgive thee now! ye Foils and Perils: 
Of my paſt Life, well are you paid at once. 
For this the faitbleſs Syrens ſung in vain, + 
For this ] ſcap'd the Den of monſtrous TOR 
Fled from Calypſo's Bonds and Circe's Charms; 
For this ſeven Days, and ſeven long Winter-Nights, 
Shipwreck d I floated on à driving Maſt; 
Toſt by the Surge, pierc'd by the bitter Blaſts | 
Of bleak North- Winds, and drench'd in the chill Wave, 
I ftrove with all the Terrors of the Deep. 

Qu. Yes thou haſt born it all, I know thou haſt, 
Theſe Wars, Winds, Magick, Monſters, all for me. 
Bleſt be the Gracious Gods that gave thee to me 
Say then? O how ſha'l reward thy Labours ? 

But I will ſit and liſten to thy Story, 

While thou recount'ſt it o'er; and when thou ſpeak' 
Of Difficulties hard and near to Death, - 

III pity thee, and anfwer with my Tears; 

But when thou com'ſt to fay how the Gods ſav d thee, 
And how thy Virtue ſtruggłd through the Danger, 
For Joy, Pl] fold thee thus with ſoft Endear ments, 
And crown thy Conqueſt with Ten Thouſand Kiſſes. 
. It is a heavy and a rueful Tale, * 

But thou wilt kindly fliire with me in all Thiogs;. 


Ir ſhall be told thee then, whate er I ſuffer d, Ti 
Since, in a luckleſs Hour, I firſt ſet out, M 
Ev'a to that time, when ſearce-twice ten Days paſt, T 
As from Phaacia homeward bound to Ithara, 1 20 The 
A Storm o'ertook and' wrack'd me on the Coats Say 
Alone and Naked! was I caſt ſhore, 2 | U 
And only to theſe faithful Two made known; DUCK: Ft 


Till Fove ſhou'd point mo out ſome Opportunity} . Fot 
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Once more to ſeize my Right in thee and Empire. 
Men. *Tis hard, injurious, an Offence to Virtue, 
To interrupt your Joys, ye Royal Pair, 
But oh forgive your faithfu] Servant's Caution, 
Think where you are, what Eyes malicious Chance 
May bring to pry into the happy Secret, 
Uatimely to diſcloſe the fatal Birth, | 
And raſhly bring it immature to Light. 
Ulyſ. Mentor, thou warn'ſt us well--Retire, my Love; 
Qu. What, muſt we part already? 
UM. For a Moment, 
Like Waves divided by the gliding Bark, 
That meet again, and mingle as before. 
Qu. Be ſure it be not longer. 
Uiyſ. Sweet, it ſha? not. 
I'll meet thee ſoon, and bring our mutual Bleffing; 
Our Son t' increaſe the Joy. 
Qu. I muſt obey you. 
Remember well how long thou haſt been abſent, 
And what a poor Amends this ſhort Enjoyment makes me, 
Oh I ſhall die with ſtrong defire to ſee thee, 
Shall think this one impatient Minute more, 
Than all thy long, long Twenty Years before. [Ex. Nun. 
Enter at the other Door Telemachus. | 
Tel, The Queen my Mother, paſt ſhe not this Way ? 
Men. She did, my Lord, ev'n now. | 
Tel. Saw you not too 
The Samian Princefs, fair Semanthe, with her? 
Say, went they not together? 
U. Might I ſpeak, | 
F think it is not fit they were together; 
For wherefore ſhou'd the Queen of Ithaca | 
* 6 Hold 
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Hold Commerce with the Daughter of Eurymachus r 
Pardon me, Sir, I fear you are offended; 
And think this Boldneſs does not fit a Stranger.. 


Tel. Tis true thou art a Stranger to my Eyes, | 


And yet, methought, thou ſpok'ſt with Athon's Voice; 


Save, that th* untoward Purpoſe of thy Words 
Seem'd harſh, ungentle, and not like my Friend. 


U. Whate'er I ſeem, believe me, Princely Youth,. ; 


Thou haſt not one, one dear ſelected Mate, 
That ought to ſtand before me in thy. Heart; 
Tho” from your tender Infancy till now. 

He dwelt within thy Boſom, thou in his, 

Tho! every Year has. knit the Band more cloſe. 
Tho Variance never knew you, but complying 
Each ever yielded to the other's Wiſhes,. 

Tho? you hayetoil'd and reſted, laugh'd and mourn'd, 
And ran thro? every part of Life together, 

Tho” he was all thy Joy, and thou all bis. 

Vet ſure he never lov'd thee more than I do. 


Tel. Whoe er thou art, (for tho? thou ſtill art Æthon, 


Thou art not he, but ſamething more and greater,) 

I feel the Force of eyery Word thou ſpeak'ft, 

My. Soul is aw'd with reverential Fear, 

A Fear not irkſome, for tis mix'd with Love, 

Ev'n ſuch a Fear as that we worſhip Heay'n ns 

Oh pardon it I err, for if thou art not 

Etbon, my Father's Friend, thou art ſome God. 
UH If barely to have been thy. Father's Friend. 

Cou'd move thee to ſuch tender, juſt Regards, 

Thus, let me thus indulge thy filial Virtue, 


Thus preſs thee i in my Arms, my Pious Son, 
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and while my ſwelling Heart runs o'er with Joy, 
Thus tell thee that I am, I am thy Father. 
Tel. Oh moſt ar®:ing! - 
Men, Yes, my Royal Charge, 
At length behold thy God-like Sire, Ulyſſes. 
Bleſt be my Age, with all its Cares and Sorrow. 
zince it is lengthen d out to ſee this Day, 
To give thee back, thou dear entruſted Pledge, | 
Thus worthy as thou art, to thy great Father's Arms? 7 
Tel. Oh *tis moſt certain ſo, my Heart coafeſles himz. , 
My Blood and Spirits, all the Pow'rs of Life, 2 
Acknowledge here the Spring from whence they came. 
Then let me bow me, caſt me at his Feet, 
There pay the humble Hamage of my Duty, | 
There wet the Earth before him with my Teara;. 
The faithful Witneſſes of Love and S002 ind 7 
And when my Tongue for Rapture can no more, 
Sent, with lifted Eyes, IU praiſe the Gods, | 
Who gave me back my King, my Lord, my Father. 
Ulyſ. Oh riſe, thou Off ſpriog of my Nuptial Joys, 
Son of my Youth, and Glory of my Strength, | 
Rob not thy Father's Arms. of ſo, much. Treaſure, 4 
zut let us meet, as Jove and Nature meant us, | | 71 | 
Thus, like a Pair of very faithful Friends: 
And tho' I made harſh Mention of thy Love, 
(Ob droop not at the Name) by blue · ey d Pallas 
I meant it not in angry, chiding Mood; 
But with a. tender and a fond Concern. 
Reminded' thee of what thou ow'lt to Honour. WY f 
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Tel. When I forget i it, may the worſt Afflictione, 
Your Scorn, your Hate, and Infamy o'ertake me; 

Be that th' important Bus'neſs of my Life, Los 
a Let 
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Let me be task d to hunt for it thro Danger, 
Thro? all the Roar of the tumultuous Rattel, 
And dreadful din of Arms; there, if I fail, 
May Cowards ſay I'm not Ulyſſes' Son, 
And the great Author of our Race diſchim me. 
. Oh Nobleneſs innate! Oh Worth divine! 
Etherial Sparks! that ſpeak the Hero's Lineage, 
How are you pleaſing to me? —— So the Eagle, 
That bears the Thunder of our Grandſire Fove, 
Wich Joy beholds his hardy youthful Off-ſpring 
Forſake the Neſt, to try his tender Pinions, 
In the wide untract Air; till bolder grown, 
Now, like a Whirlwind, on the Shepherds Fold 
He darts precipitate, arid gripes the Prey; 
Or fixing on fome Dragon's ſcaly Hide, 
Eager of Combat, and his future Feaſt, 
Bears him aloft, reluctant, and in vain 
Writhing his ſpiry Tail. 
Tel. I wou'd be active, 
Get me a Name diſtinguiſh'd from the Herd 
Of common Men, a Name worthy my Birth. [thee, 
D. Nor ſhalt thou want th? Occaſion; now it courts 
Stands ready, and demands thy Courage now. 
Were I indeed as other Fathers are, 
Did I but liſten to ſoft Nature's Voice, 
I ſhou'd not urge thee to this high Exploit, 
For tho it brings thee Fame, it brings thee Danger. 
Tel. Now by the God of War, ſo much the better: 
Let there be Honour for your Son to win, 
And be the Danger ne er ſo rude and deadly, 
No matter, *rwill enhance the Prize the more, 
And make it lovely in a brave Man's Eye; 
I | So 
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30 Hydra's and Chim a's farm'd'in Gold, 
Sit. grace ful underneath the nodding Plume, 
And terribly adorn the Soldier's Helm. 
Ulyf. Know then, on this important Night e 
The very Criſis of our Fate; To- night 
The ſleeping Vengeance of the Gods ſhall wake, 
And ſpeak Confuſion to our Foes in Thunder: 
Juſtice entruſts her Sword to this right Hand, 
And I will fee ir faithfully employ d. F 
Tel. By Virtue and by Arms tis noble Work! 
burn impatient for it. Oh my Father, b 
Give me my Portion of the glorious Labour. 


U. One more immediate Danger threats thy TO 


That to avert, muſt be thy pious: Care. 
While Mentor, with Eumau, and our felf, | 
Back'd by a choſen Band, (whom how'prepar'd, 
How gar her d to our Aid, the prefſing Hour 
Allows not now to tell,) invade yon Drunkarts; ' 
Immerſt in Riot, eareleſs, and defying 
The Gods as Fables, ſtart upon em ſadden,. 
And ſend their guilty Souls to how] below, 
Upon the Banks of Styx; While this a ol 
Dar'ſt thou defend thy Mother? 

Tel. Oh! to Death, 
Apainſt united Nations wou'd I ſland 
Her Soldier, her Defence, my fingle Breaſt 
Oppos'd againſt the Rage of their whole War; 
She is ſo good, ſo worthy to be fought for, 
The ſacred Cauſe wou'd' make my Sword ſucceſsful 
And gain my Youth a mighty Name in Arms. 

Uly. Then prove the Peril; and enjoy the Fame. 
Ere the Mid- hour of zowling Night approach, op 
Remember 
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Remember well to plant thee'at that Door; 
Thou know'ſt it opens to the Queen's Apartment! 
To bind thee yet more firm; for oh my Son, 
| Drawing his Sword. 
With 1 Oppoſition ſhalt thou ſtrive, 
Swear on my Sword, by thy own filial Picty, 
By all our Race, by Pallas aud by Fove, 
If any of theſe, curſed Foreign Tyrants, 
Thoſe Rivals of thy Fathet's Love and Honour? 
Shall dare to paſs thro that forbidden Entrance, 
To take his Forfeit Life for the Intruſion. rH 4 
Tel. 1 ſwear And may my Lot in future Fame- 


{ Telemachus kyeels and kiſſes the Swords. 


Be Good or Evil but as I perform it. 
H. Enough —— I do believe thee. 
Men, Hark! my Lord! b 
20 f A confuſed Noiſe i is heard within.. 
How loud the Tempeſt roars! The bellowing Voice 
Of wild, enthuſiaſtick, raging Mirth, 
With Peals of Clamour ſhakes the vaulted Roof; 
Tel. Such ſurely is the Sound of mighty Armies 
In Battel joind, of Cities {ack'd at, Midnight. 
Of many Waters, and united Thunders; 
My gen rous Soul takes fire, and half repines, 
To think ſhe muſt not ſhare the glorious Danger, 
Where Numbers wait you, worthy of your Swords. 
Ulyſ. No more, thou haſt thy Charge, look well to that; 
For theſe, theſe riotous Sons of Noiſe and Uproar, 
1 know their Force, and know I am Ulyſes. 
80 Fove look d down upon the War of Aloms, 
And rude tumultuous Chaos, when as yet 
Fair Nature, Form, and Order had not Being, 
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But Difcord and Confuſion troubled allʒ 


Calm and ſerene upon his Throne he fate; A 


Fix'd there by the eternal Law of Fate, | 
Safe in himſelf, becauſe he knew his Pow'r;, _ 
And knowing what he was, he knew he was ſecure... 


[ Exennt, 2 


AC TW. CERT 


Eurer 3 and. Antinous.. 


Ant. fb HE King return'd? So long conceal in bes 7 | 


thor the King? WI Words can fpeak my 
Wonder? 

Tel. Yes, my Autinous, tis moſt amazing, 
'Tis all the mighty working of the Gods; 
Unfearchable and dark to human Eyes: 
But oh, let me conjure thee by our Friendſhip, 
Since to thy faithful Breaſt alone I've truſted 
The fatal Secret, to preſerve it fafe, 
As thou wou'dſt do the Life of hy Telomachaus. 

Ant. Wrong not the Truth of your devoted Slave; 
To think he wou'd betray you for whole Worlds. 
Have you not ſail it, that your own dear Life, 
And all your Royal Race, cep.nds upon it? 
Far from my Lips, within my Breaſt Vil keep it; 
Nor breathe it ſoftly to my ſelf alone, 
Leſt ſome officious murmuring Wiad ſhould tell it; 
And babbling Eccho's catch the feeble Sound. | 


Tel 
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Tel. No, thou art true, ſuch have I ever found thee 
But haſte, my Friend, and ſummon to thy Aid 
What Force the ſhortneſs of the Time allows thee; 
Then with thy fwifteſt Diligence return, 
Since, as J urg'd to thee before, it may 
Import the Safety of my Royal Parents. 
Some black Defign is by theſe Stranger-Princes 
Contriv'd againſt the Honour of the Queen, 
Ant, Ere Night a buſie Rumour ran around 
Of armed Parties ſecretly diſpos'd 
Between the Palace-Gardens and the Sea; 
Bold Cleon ſtrait and Arcas I diſpatch'd 
To ſearch the Truth; that known, with hafte to raiſe 
And arm our Citizens for your Defence : 
Ere this they have obey'd me; when Pve join'd 
The Pow'r their Diligence has drawn together, 
I'll wait you here again upon the Inſtant. 
[Exit Antinous. 
Tel. Oh Love, how are thy precious ſweeteſt Minutes 
Thus ever croſt, thus vext with Diſ-ppointments! 
Now Pride, now Fickleneſs, fantaſtick es 
And ſullen Coldneſs give us Pain by turns; 
Malicious medling Chance is ever buſie 
To bring us Fears, Diſquiet, and Delays; 
And ev'n at laſt, when after al) our waiting, 
Eager, we think to ſaatch the dear-bought Bliſs, 
Ambition calls us.to its ſullen Cares, 
And Honour ſtern, impatient of Neglect, 
Commands us to forget our Eaſe and Pleaſures; 
As if we had been made for nought but Toil, 
And Love were not tic Bug neſs of our Lives. 
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Enter Eury machus, 

Eur. The Prince yet here! Twice have I ſought, fince 
To paſs in private to the Queen's Apartment; [Night, 
But found bim ſtill attending at the Door; 

What can it mean? | | 

Tel, It is Semanthe's Father! KA 

Ha! Sure the Gods, in pity of our Loves, 
Have deſtin'd him to ſcape Ulyſſes Vengeance; | 
Eur. How comes it, gentle Youth, when Wine and Mirth 
Chear ev'ry Heart to-night, and-baniſh Care, 
find thee penſively alone, avoiding- 
The Pleaſures and Companions of thy Youth, 
And like the ſighing Slave of Sorrow, waſting 
The tedious Time in melancholy Thought ? 
Tel. Behold the Ruins of my Royal Houſe, 
My Father's Abſence, and my Mother's Grief; 
Then tell me if I have not Cauſe too great | 
To mourn, to pine away my Youth in Sadneſs; 

Eur. Our Daughter once was wont to ſhare you 
Believe me, ſhe: has Reaſon to complain, I Thoughts; 
If you prefer your Solitude to her; | 
While here you ſtay, diſconſolate and muſing, 

Lonely ſhe fits, the tender-hearted. Maid, 
And kindly thinks of you, and mourns your Abſence; - 

Tel. The conſtant, faithful Service of my Life, 

My Days and Nights devoted all to her, 

Poorly repay the fair Semanthe's Goodneſs: . 
Yet they are hers, ev'a all my Years are hers, 

My preſent Youth, my future Age is hers, 
All but this Night, which here V've ſworn to paſs, 
Revolving many a ſad and heavy Thought, 

And ruminating on my wretched Fortunes, 
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68 ULYSSES. 
Eur. How! here! to raue it * —— 
- Fel, Ev'a bere, my Lord. 
Eur. Fantaſtick Accident. Whence cou'd this 
come? | LA.. de, 
Well, Sir, purſue your Thoughts; have ſome Matter; 
Of great and high Import, 'which on the Inftant 
I muſt deliver to the Queen, your Mother. 
Tel. Whate er it be, you muſt of Force delay it 
Till Morning. 
Eur. How, delay it! 
But wherefore? — Say. 
Tel. The Queen is gone to Reſt, 
Oppreſt and waſted with the Toil of ee 
Weary as miſerable painful Hinds, 
That labour all the Day to get em Food, 
She ſeeks ſome Eaſe, ſome Interval of Cares, 
From the kind God of Sleep, and ſweet Repoſe. 
Ere ſhe retir d ſhe left moſt-ftrift Command, 
None ſnou d approach her till the Morning's Dawn: 
Eur. Whate'er thoſe Orders were, I have my Reaſons 
To think my ſelf excepted : —— And whoe' er 
Brovght you the Meſſage, through officious Haſte 
Miſtook the Queen, and has inform'd you wrong, 
Tul. Not ſo, my Lord; tor a3 I honour Truth, 
Evin from her ſelf did I receive the Charge. 
. Vexation and Delay! — Then tis thy own, 
Thy Error, and thou beard'& not What ſhe ſaid. 
I tell thee, Prince, tis at her own Requ-ſt, | 
Her Bidding, that at this appointed Hour 
I wait her here; detain me then no more 
With tedious vain Replies, for I n uſt paſs. 
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Tel. Were it to any but Semanthe's Father 
That Miſtreſs of my Reaſon and my Paſſion. 

Who charming both m:kes both ſubmit alike, 

perhaps I ſhou'd in rougher Terms have anſwer'd, 

But here imperious Love demands Reſpect, 

Conſtrains my Temper, to my Speech gives Law, 

And I muſt only ſay Lou cannot paſs. - os 
Eur. Ha! ————— Who ſhall bar me? Weis F 
Tel. With ths gentleſt Words | F? 

Which Reverence and Duty can invent 

I will intreat you not to do a Violence, 

Where nought is meant to you but worthieſt Honour, 
Eur. Oh trifling, idle Talker! — know, * 

Is not of ſuch a light, fantaſtick Nature, 

That I ſhou'd quit it for a Boy's Iatreaty. 


More than my Life or Empire it imports, 


All that good Fortune or the Gods can do for me 
Depends upon it, and I will have Entrance. 

Tel. Nay then tis time to ſpeak like what I am, 
And tell you, Sir, you muſt not, nor you ſha''not. 

Eur. 'T were ſafer for thy raſh, unthinking Youth 
To ſtand the Mark of Thunder, than to thwart Veg 
Beware leſt I forget thy Mother's Tears, ; 

The Merit of her ſoft complying Sorrows, . 
Dreadful in Fury leſt I ruſh upon the, 
Graſp thy frail Life, and break it like a Bubble, 
To be diſſolv d, and mixt with common Air, 

Tel. Oh tis long ſince that I have learnt to hold 
My Life from none, but ſrom the Gods who gave it 
Nor mean to render it on any Terms 
Unleſs thoſe Heav'nly Donors ask it back. 8 

Eur. Know'ſt thou what t tis to tempt a Rage like mine? 

But 
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But liſten to me, and repent thy Folly. 
This Night, this Night ordain'd of old for Bliſs, 
Mark'd from the reſt of the revolving Year, 
And ſet apart for Happineſs by Fate, 

The charming Queen, thy Mother, is my Bride. 
Tel. Confuſion! Curſes on the Tongue that ſpoke it 

\ Eur. To-night he yields, ew for thy ſake ſhe yield 

To-night the lovely Miſer grown indulgent 

| Reveals her S ores of Beauty long reſerv'd, 
She bids me revel with the hidden Treaſure, 

1 And pay my ſelf for all her Years of Coldneſs. 
Tel. Perdition on the Falſhood! 

Eur. Dare not then 

To croſs my Tranſports longer; if thou doſt, 


By all the Pangs of diſappointed Love, [Drawin, Tel. 
Fll force my Way, thus through thy Heart's beſt Blood. What \ 
AY Tel. How is my Piety and Virtueloſt, | Behold 
And all the Heav'nly Fire extinct within me! | Why 
I hear the ſacred Name of her that bore me nai 
Tradue'd, diſhonour'd by a Ruffin's Tongue, But I 
And am I tame! Love, and ye ſofter Thoughts, 19 Tel, 
I give you to the Winds. Know, King of Samos, The k 
Thy Breath, like peſtilential Blaſts, inſects And 
The Air, and grows offenſive to the Gods: | No | 
* If thou but whiſper one Word more, one Accent * 
5 Againſt my Mother's Fame, it is thy laſt. Nor 


Rur. Bray d by aBoy!— 2 Boy! — the Nurſe's Mul ke 4 
Yet moiſt upon his Lip! feeble in Infancy, | 
Eſſaying the firſt Rudiments of Manhood, 

With Strength unpractis d yet, and unconfirm d, 
Oh Shame to Arms! —- But T haye born too long, 
Fly __ avoid the Tempeſt of my Fury, 
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Or thus PII pour it in a Whirlwind on thee, | 
Daſh.thee to Atoms thus, and toſs thee round the Works: 
Tel, I laugh at all that Rage, and thus I meet it. 
[Thy Als 
Eur. Hell and Confuſion! --— to thy Heart. mmm | | 
Tel. To thine | 
This Greeting I return. 8 
Eur. The Furies ſeize. thee. LEurymachus falls; 
Thou haſt ſtruck me to the Earth, blaſted my Hopes, 
The partial Gods are leagu'd with thee againſt me, 
To load me with Diſhonour —— oh my Fortune! 
Where is my Name in Arms, the boaſted Trophies 
Of my paſt Life? for ever loſt, defac'd, 
And raviſh'd from me by a beardlals Stripling. 
Tel. What means this ſoft Relenting in my Soul? 


What Voice is this that ſadly hiſpers to me, 


Behold Semanthe's Father bleeds to Death? 

Why would you urge me? | [ To- Earymachus, 
Eur. Off, and come not near me, 

But let me eurſe my Fate, and die contented. 
Tel, And ſee he ſinks yet paler to the Earth, 


| The Purple Torrent guſhes out impetuous, 


And with a guilty Deluge ſtains the Ground: 


Eur. Let there be none, no Witneſs of my Shame, 
Nor let officious Art preſume to offer 
Its Aid, for I have liv'd too long already. 
Enter Semantbe. 
Sem. Sure I have ſaid too long, and while I ſ#te 
Sadly attentive to the weeping Queen, 
Hearing her tell of Sorrows upon Sorrows, 
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72 ULYSSES. 
Thi appointed Hour of Love paſe'd Ly Har FORTY 1 


My Lord perhaps will chidez oh no! —- He's gentle, 


And will not urge me with my firſt Offence. 


Juſt es | enter'd here the Bird of Night 


Il-boading frrick'd, and ſtrait, me'hought, I heard 
A low complaining Voice, that ſeem'd to murmur 
At ſome hard Fate, and groan to be reliev'd. 
Ye gracious Gods be good to my Telemachus! 
Eur. Ha! What art thou that doſt thy Hoſtile Oriſons 
Offer to Heav'n for my Mortal Foe? 
Sem. Guardians of Innocence, ye _ Pow'rs, 
Defend me, fave me ! 
Eur. Art thou rot Semanthe? 
Sem. My Father !-— On the Ground! -— Bloody and 
Pale! [ Running to him, and kneeling by kim, 
Oh Horror! Horror! — Speak to me — Say who —— 
What curſed Hand has done this dieadful Deed? 


That with my Cries I may call out for Juſtice, 


Call to the Gods, and to my dear Telemachus, 
For Juſtice on my Royal Father's Murderer. 
Eur. If there be yet one God will liſten to thee, 
Sollicit him, that only equal Power, 
To rain down Plagues, and Fire, and ſwift DeftruQtion, 


Ev'n all his whole Artillery of Vengeance, 


On him, who, aid d by my adverſe Stars, 
Robb'd me of Glory, Love, and Life = Tvondoobut. 
Sem. What ſays my Father !—no!— it is impoſſible! 
He now not — wouldnot— for Semanthe's ſake, — 
Exter Telemachus. | 
Tel, Abs! — thave is none Dear — No - 
 manthe! | | 
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ULYSSE S. * 
Zur. And ſee he bears the Trophy of his Conqueſt; 
Behold his Sword yet reeking with my Blood, 
Then doubt no more, nor ask whom thou ſhou'dſt curſe ; 
It is Telemachus —- on whom revenge me, 
But on Telemachus ? —— Why do l leave thee 
A helpleſs Orphan in a Foreign Land, 
But for Telemachus ? —— Who tears me from thee ? 
Telemachus, — Why is thy King and Father 
Stretch'd on the Earth a cold, and lifeleſs Coarſe, 
Inglorious and forgotten Oh! Telemachus ! [Dies; 
Sem. Cruel! — unkind and cruel! —— 
[She faints, and falls upon the Body of Eurymachus. 
Tel. She faints, | 
Her Checks are cold, and the laſt leaden Sleep 
Hangs heavy on her Lids Wake, wake Semanthe, 
Oh let me raiſe thee from this Seat of Death; 
[ Raiſing her up, and ſupporting her in his Arms! 
Lift up thy Eyes — Wilt thou not ſpeak to me? 
Sem. Let me forget the Uſe of ev'ry Senſe, 
Let me not ſee, nor hear, nor ſpeak again 
After that Sight, and thoſe moſt dreadful Sounds; 
Where am I now? — What! —lodg'd within thy Arms; 
Stand off, and let me fly from thee {for ever, 
Swifter than Light'ning, Winds, or winged Time; 
Fly from thee till there be whole Worlds to part us, 
'Till Nature fix her Barriers to divide us, 
Her frozen Regions, and her burning Zones; 9 
Till Danger, Death and Hell do ſtand betwixt us, 
And make it Fate that we ſnall never meet. 
Tel, Tis juſt ; I own thy Rage is juſt, Semanther 
Each fatal Circumſtance is ſtrong againſt mez 
Then if thy Heart ſeverely} is reſoly d 


Do Ney 


-. = ULYSSES, 
Never to liſten when I plead for Mercy, 
Tho? Piety and Honour join with Love, 


And huntbly at thy Feet make Interceſſion: 


If thou art deaf to all, then this alone 
Is left me, to receive my Doom, and die. 

Sem. Are Love, are Piety, and Honour, Parricides? 
Are they like thee? Do they delight in Blood? 
Oh no! Celeſtial Sweetneſs dwells with them, 
Frienely Forgiveneſs, Gentleneſs and Peace, 
Mercy and Joy; but thou haſt violated 
The Sacred Train, brought Murther ia amongſt 'em: 
And ſee, diſpleas d, to Heav'a they take their . 
And have abandon'd thee and me for ever. 
Tel. If ſudden Fury have not chang'd thee quite, 
If there be any of Semanthe left, 
One tender Thought of that dear Maid remaining, 
Yet, I conjure thee, hear me. 

Sem. Tis in vain, 


And that known Voice can never charm me more. 


Tel. Be Witneſs for me. Heav'n, with what Reluctance 
My Hand was lifted for this Fatal Stroke : 
With Injuries which Manhood could not brook, 
With Violence, with proud inſulting Scorn, 
And ignominous Threat'cings was I urg'd; 
Long, long, I ſtrove with riling Indignation, 
And long repreſs'd my ſwelling, youthiul Rage; 
Fgrom'd, and felt an Agony within: 
*T was hard indeed — but to my felf I faid, 
It is Semanthes Father, and IIl bear it. [Sufferings? 
Sem. And cou'dſt thou do no more? Cal[t thou thele 
Theſe ſhort, tumultuous, momentary Paſſions ? 
What would not I have born for thee, thou Cruel one? 
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ULYSSES: we © 
For thee, ſo fondly was my Heart ſet on thee, 
Forgetful of my tender, helpleſs Sex, 
] would have wander'd over the wide World, 
Known all Calamities and all Diſtreſſes, 
Sickneſs and Hunger, Cold and bitter Want; 
For thee, retir'd within ſome gloomy Cave, 
I wou'd have waſted all my Days in Weeping, 
And liv'd and dy'd a Wretch to make thee happy; 
Till I had been a Story to Poſterity; 
Till Maids, in After-times, had ſaid, Behold 
How much ſhe ſuffer'd for the Man ſhe lov'd. 

Tel. And is there any one, the moſt affliting . 


Of all thoſe Miſeries Mankind is born to, 


Which for thy ſake I vrould refuſe? —— But oh! 
Mine was a harder, a ſeverer Task; 

The Queen, my Mother, truſted to my Charge, 
My Royal Father's Honour, and my own. | 
The Pledges of Eternal Fame or Infamy, 


_ Vaited urg'd, and call'd upon my Sword. 


Sem, What is this vain, fantaſtick Pageant, Honour; 
This buſy, angry thing, that ſcatters Diſcord 
Amongſt the mighty Princes of the Earth, 

And ſets the madding Nations in an Uproar? 

But let it be the Worſhip of the Great, 

Well haſt thou warn'd me, and I'll make it mine; 

Yes, Prince, its dread Command ſhall be obey'd, 

Our Samian Arms ſhall pour Deſtruction on you, 

Your yellow Harveſts ard your Towons ſhall blaze, 

The Sword ſhall rage, and univerſal Wailings 

Be heard amongſt the Mothers of your Ithaca, 

Till War it ſelf grow weary, and relent; 

And that poor bleeding King be well reyengd. (a 
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Tel. Haſte then, and let the Trumpet ſound to Arms; 
Semanthe's Vengeance ſhall not be delay'd; 
Prepare for Slaughter and wide-waſting Ruin, 


Prepare to feel her Wrath, ye wretched Ithacans ; 


Lift not a Sword, nor bend a Bow againſt her, 
But all like me, with low Submiſſion meet her, 
And let us yiel4 up our devoted Lives, 
Nor once implore her Mercy for, alas! 
Cruel Semanthe has forgot to pardon : 
For Blood, Deſtruction and Revenge ſhe calls, 
And Gentleneſs and Love are Strangers to her. | 

Sem. Love! — Did'ſt thou ſpeak of Love? — Oh ill. 

tim'd Thought! £1 
Behold it there! behold the Love thou bear'ſt me! 
[ Pointing to the Body of Eurymachus, 

Behold that! that ! —— more dreadful than Meduſa, 
It drives my Soul back to her inmoſt Seats, 
And freezes every ſtiff'ning Limb to Marble. 
Seeſt thou that gaping Wound, and that black Blood 
Congealing on that pale, that aſhy Breaſt? 
Then mark the Face— how Pain and Rage, with all 
The Agonies of Death, fit freſh upon it: | 
This was my Father —— Was there none on Earth, 
No Hand but thine? 
* Tel. Within my own fad Heart 
I felt the Steel before it reach'd to his. | 
Bow much more happy is his Lot? —— The Sleep 
Of Death is on him, and he is in Peace; | 
W hile I, condemn'd to live, muſt mourn for him, - 
Mourn for my ſelf, and, to compleat my Woes, 
Fecl all thy Pains redoubled on Telemachus. 

Sem. 1 know thou hat'ſt me, and that deadly Blow 
Was meant to do a Murther on Semanthe. „ 
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1s; But oh! it needed not, for thy Unkindneſs | 
Had been as fatal to me as thy Sword. 
If one cold Look, one angry Word had told me, 
That thou wert chang'd, and I was grown a Burthen to 
I ſhould have underſtood thy cruel Purpoſe, [thee, 
Sate down to weep, and broke my Heart, and dy'd, 
Tel. It is too much, and I will bear no more; 
Oh thou unjuſt, thou lovely falſe Accuſer, 
How haſt thou wrong'd my tender, faithful Love! 
In ſpight of all theſe Horrors of my Guilt, 
| And that malignant Fate that doom'd me to it; 
U. In ſpight of all, I will appeal to thee, | 
Ev'n to thy ſelf, inhuman as thou art, 
If ever Maid was yet beloy'd before thee 
8. With ſuch Heart-aking, eager, anxious Fondneſs, 
As that with which my Soul deſires my dear Semanthe. 
Sem. Deteſted be the Name of Love for ever! 
Henceforth let eaſy Maids be warn'd by me, 
No more to truſt your Breaſts that heave with Sighing, 
Your moving Accents, and your melting Eyes; 
Whene'er you boaſt your Truth, then ler 'em fly you, 
Then ſcorn you, for tis then you mean Deceiving; 
- If yet there ſhould ſome fond Believer be, 
Let the falſe Man betray the Wretch like thee, 
Like thee, the loſt, repenting Fool diſclaim, 
For Crowns, Ambition, and your Idol, Fame; 
When warm, when languiſhing with ſweet Delight, 
Wiſhing ſhe meets him, may he blaſt her Sight 1 
With ſuch a Murther, on her Bridal Night, Exit. «2 
Tel. Now arm thee for the Conflict, oh my Soul, | 
And ſee how thou can'ſt bear Semanthe's Loſs; 
For ſhe is loſt — moſt certain —- gone irrevocable, 
t D 3 | Mentor 


ren 
Mentor nor Ætbon now, my King, my Father 
Shall need t'upbraid me with thiunhappy Paſſion; 
Ha! that has wak'd a Thought —= Tis certain fo, 
And this is all the Work of cruel Policy: 
The Danger of the Queen was from Eurymachus, 
Therefore my Sword was choſen to oppole it, 
That it might cut the Bands of Love aſunder; 
Oh Dreamer that ] was! | 
Enter Antincus, Cleon ard Arcas, with Soldiers, 
Ant; My Lord, where are you? | 
Thus to bis Son, our King, the great Ulyſſes, 
By me commands; Your Royal Mother's Danger 
Is now no mate, ſince all the Rival Princes 
Are ia the Hall beſet, and ev'n this Moment 
Revenge and Slaughter are let looſe among em; 
Haſte tken to join your God-like- Father's Arms, 
To bring your pious Valour to his Aid, 
And ſhare the Conqueſt and the Glory with him. 
Tel. Ha! Com'ſt thou from the Hall, Antinous? 
Ant. Ev'n now, my Lord. As I was haſting hither, 
It was my Chance to meet my Royal Maſter; 
Eager with Joy I threw me at his Feet, 
With wond'rous Grace he rais'd me and embrac'd me, 
Then bid me fly to bear his Orders to you. 
By the loud Cries, the Shouts, and claſh of Arms, 
Which, juſt as I had left him, ſtruck my Ear, 
I gueſs ere this the Combat is begun. 


Tel. Yes, yes, my Friend, that Danger of the Queen 


Is now no more: — However, be thou near 

To guard her, to ſupport her, leſt the Terrors 

Of this tumultuous, this moſt dreadful Night, 

May ſhake her Soul: — I will obey the King, 
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And gladly loſe the Life he gave me; for him. 

And ſince the Pleaſure of my Days is loſt, 

Since my Youth's deareſt, only Hopes are croſs d, 

Careleſs of all, I'll ruſh into the War, 

Provoke the lifted Sword and pointed Spear, 

Till all o'er Wounds I fink amidſt the Slain, 

And bleſs the friendly Hand that rids me of my Pain. 
[Exit Tel. 


Cleon. Behold, my Lord, and wonder here with us; 
The Samian King! 


Ant. Eurymachus { -' is he; 
Surprifing Accident! —— Whence came this Blow? 
But tis no matter, ſince it makes for us, 
Nor have we Time to waſte in vain Enquiry 
Let it ſuffice that we have loſt an Enemy. 
Haſte to the Queen, my Cleon, and perſuade her 
To ſeek her Safety with us in the City: 
If ſhe refuſe, bear her away by Force. 
Do you attend him. 3 [To the Soldier. 
Arc, Had you ta en my Counſel, 
The Prince ſhou'd not have *ſcap'd us. 
Ant, Arcas, no! 
A Life like his is but a and Stake, 
Uaworthy the Contention it might coſt; 
Gaining the Queen, I have whateer 1 wiſh. 
Fear of the Samians and the ſubtle King 
Forbad my coming with a ſtronger Power, 
Left they had ta en th' Alarm, and turn'd upon us: 
Therefore I held it ſafer by a Wile 
To work. upon the Youth, and ſend him hence, 
And that way gain Admittance to his Mother. 
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Arc. Our Tthacans, who give the King for loſt, 
Shall deem this Tale of his Return a Fable; 
Or thoꝰ they ſnou d believe it, yet will join us, 
And with united Arms aſſiſt your Cauſe. 
Why do we linger then? Heard you that Cry? 
| [Cry of Women within, 
Succeſsful Cleon, of his Prey poſleſs'd, 
Leads us the Way, and haftens to the City. 
Aut. Come on, and let the crafty fam'd Ulyſſes 
Repine and rage, by happier Frauds excell'd. 
Let the Forſaken Husband vainly mourn 
His tedious Labours, and his late Return; 
In vain to Pallas and to Fove complain, 
That Troy and Hector are reviv'd again. 
Poſſeſs'd, like happy Paris, of the Fair, 2 


I lengthen out my Joys with Ten Years War, 


And think the reſt of Life beneath a Lover's Care. 
[Exennt. 
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ACT V. SCENE L:; 
SCENE the City. 


Enter ſeverally Mentor and Eumaus. 


Eum. Here is the Joy, the Boaſt of Conqueſt now? 


In vain we triumph oer our foreign Tyrants, 
So ſoon to periſh by domeſtick Foes; 


Why ſhone the great Ulyſſes dreadful fierce 
As Mars, and mighty as Phlegraan Jove? 
Why reeks yon' Marble Payement with the Slaughter 
Of Rival Kings that fell beneath his Sword, 
Victims to injur'd Honour and Revenge? 
Since by the fatal Error of Telemachus, 
The Prize for which we fought, the Queen, is loſt, - 
Is yielded up a Prey to falſe Antinous. 

Men. He truſted in the Holy Name of Friendſhip, 
And, conſcious of his own Uprightneſs, thought 
The Man whom he had plac'd ſo near his Heart 
Had ſhar'd as well his Virtues as his Love. 

Eum. How bears the Prince this Chance? 

Men. Alas! Eumaus, 
His Griefs have rent my aged Heart aſunder; 
Stretch'd on the damp unwholſome Earth he lies, 
Nor had my Pray'rs or Tears the power to raiſe himz 
Now motionleis as Death his Eyes are fixed, 
And then anon he ſtarts and caſts **m upwards, 
And groaning, cries, I am th' accurſt of Heay'n, 


My Mother! my Semanthe ! and my Mother} 
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um. The King, whoſe equal Temper, like the Gods, 


Was ever calm and conſtant to it ſelf, 
Struck with the ſudden, unexpected Evil, 
Was mov'd to Rage, and chid him from bis Sight. 
But now returning to the Father's Fondneſs, 
He bad me ſeek him out, ſpeak Comfort to him, 
And bring him to his Arms. : 
Men. Where have you left 
Our Royal Maſter? 
um. Near the Palace-Gate, 
Attended by thoſe few, thoſe faithful few, 
Who dare be loyal at a time like this, 
When ev'n their utmoſt Hope is but to die for him. 
Men. That laſt Relief, that Refuge of Deſpair 
Ts all I fear is left us. From the City 
Each Moment brings the growing Danger nearer; 
There's not a Man in Ithaca but arms; 
A thouſand blazing Fires make bright the Streets, 
Huge gabbling Crowds gather, and roul along 
Like roaring Seas that enter at a Breach ; 
The neighb'ring Rocks, the Woods, the Hills, the Dales, 
Ring with the deaſ'ning Sound, while bold Rebellion 
With impious Peals of Acclamation greets 
Her trait'rous Chief Autinous. Where is then 
One Glimpſe of Safety, when we hardly number 
Our Friends a Twentieth Part of this fierce Multitude? 
Eum, Yet more, the Samians, by whoſe Arms aſſiſted: 
We late prevail'd againſt the riotous Woers, | 
By ſome ſiniſter Chance have learnt the Fate 
Of their dead Monarch#and call loud for Vengeance; 
With cloudy Brows the ſullen Captains gather 
In murm'ring Crouds around their weeping Princeſs, 
As 
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As if they waited from her mournful Lips: 


The Signal for Deſtruction, from her Sorrows 


Catching new Matter to encreaſe their Rage, 
And vowing to repay her Tears with Blood. 
But ſee ſhe comes, attended with her Guard. 
Men, Retire, and let us haſte to ſeek the Prince; 
This Danger threatens him; If he ſhould meet 'em, 
His Piety would be repaid with Death; by 
Nor cou'd his Youth or God-like Courage fave; him,: 
Unequally TOTES and cruſh'd by Numbers. | 
Exeunt Mentor and Eumæus. 


Enter Two Samian Captains, and Soldiers; ſome bearing the 
Body of Eurymachus: Senianthe following with Officers 
and Attendants, 


Sem, Ye valiant Samian Chiefs, ye faithful Followers: * 


Of your unhappy King, juſtly perform 

Your pious Office to his ſacred Relicks, 

Bear to your Fleet his pale, his bloody Coarſe; 

Nor let his diſcontented Ghoſt repine, 

To think his injur'd Aſhes ſhall be mixed | 

With. the deteſted Earth of cruel Ithaca. thee; 
1 Capt. Oh, Royal Maid! whoſe Tears look 1 on. 

Whoſe Cares the Gods ſhall favour and reward, 

Queen of our Samos now, to whom we offer 

Our Humble Homage, to whoſe juſt Command 

We yow Obedience, ſuffer not the Seaman 

T' unfurl his Sails, or call the Winds to ſwell ? em; 

Till the fierce Soldier have indulp'd his Rage, 

Till from the curled Darlings of their Youth 

And from the Faireſt of their Virgin- Daughters, 

We've choſe a thouſand Victims for a Sacrifice, 

| 5 | 


* 


T appeaſe the Manes of our murther'd Lord. i Still {pr 
Sem, Now! now Semanthe! wilt thou name the And hic 
 Murth'rer? - | : Tel. 
Wilt thou direct their Vengeance where to ſtrike? [4/ids, For wt 
Oh my fad Heart. Haſte to diſpoſe in Safety Fly fro 
- Your venerable Load; and if you lov'd him, From | 
If you remember what he once was to you, Left m 
How great, how good and gracious, yield this Proof And ex 
Of early Faith and Duty to his Daughter, Se 
Reſtrain the Soldier's Fury, till I name | The * 
The Wretch by whom my Royal Father fell. Can li 
Let ſome attend the Body to the Shore, Not bi 
The reſt be near, and wait me. | Tet. 
[Exeunt ſome with the Body; the reſt retire within Are g 
the Scene, and wait as at a Diſtance. Much 
Enter at the other Door Telemachus. JOEY 
Tel. Why was I born? why ſent into the World, Beho 
Ordain'd for miſchievous Miſdeeds, and fated Of a 
To be the Curſe of them that gave me Being? 1 1 
Why was this Maſs ta en from the Heap of Matter, Ev = 
Where innocent and ſenſeleſs it had reſted, She | 


Wor 
/ Ihef 


To be indu d with Form, and vex'd with Motion? 
How happy had it been for all that know me, 
Tf Barrenneſs had bleſs'd my Mother's Bed; 


Nor had ſhe been diſhonoured then, nor loſt, - 
Nor curſt the fatal Hour in which the bore me: Th 
Love had not been offended for Semanthe, For 
Nor had that Fair One known a Father's Loſs, Th 
Sem. What kind Companion of Semanthe's Woes To 

Is that, who wand'ring in this dreadful Night In 
Sighs out her Name with ſuch a mournful Accent? W 
Ha! ——=but thou art Telpmachus == let Darkneſs = Jo 
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Still ſpread her gloomy Mantle o'er thy Viſage, | 
And hide thee from theſe weeping Eyes for ever. 
Tel. Yes, veil thy Eyes, or turn em far from me: 
For who can take Delight to gaze on Miſery? 
Fly from the Moan, the Cry of the Afflicted, 
From the Complaining of a wounded Spirit, 
Leſt my contagious Griefs take hold on thee, 
And ev'ry Groan I utter pierce thy Heart. 
Sem. Oh ſoft enchanting Sorrows! never was 
The Voice of Mourning half ſo ſweet — oh Who 
Can liſten to the Sound, and not be mov'd, 
Not bear a Part, like me, and ſhare in all his Pain? A. 
Tel. But if perhaps thy Fellow-Creature's Sufferings” 
Are grown a Pleaſure to thee, (for alas! 
Much art thou alter'd) then in me behold 
More than enough to ſatisfie thy Craelty ; 
Behold me here the Scorn, the eafie Prize 
Of a proteſting, faithleſs, Villain Friend. 
I have betray'd my Mother, I betray'd her, 
Ev'n I, her Son, whom with ſo many Cares N 
She nurſt and fondled in her tender Boſom. a 


Wou'd I had dy'd before I ſaw this Day! 


I left her, I forſook her in Diftreſs, 
nd gave her to the Mercy of a Raviſher. 
Sem. Yes, I have heard, with Grief of Mind redoubled, 


The too hard Fortune of the pious Queen; 


For her my Eyes inlarge and ſwell their Streams, - 
Tho? well thou know'ſt what Cauſe they had before 
To laviſh all their Tears : I pity her, 

I mourn her injur'd Virtue; but for thee, 
Whate'er the righteous Gods have made thee ſuffer, 
Juſt is the Doom, and equal to thy Crimes, 
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Tel. Tis Juſtice all, and ſee I bow me down 
With Patience and Submiſſion to the Blow ; 
Nor is it fit that ſuch a Wretch as I am 

Should walk with Face erect upon the Earth, 
And hold Society with Man —— oh therefore 
Let me conjure thee by thoſe tender Ties 


Which held us once, when I was dear to thee; 


And thou to me, as Life to living Creatures, 

Or Light and Heat to univerſal Nature, 

The Comfort and Condition of its Being. 
Compleat th imperfe& Vengeance of the Gods, - 
Call forth the valiant Samians to thy Aid, 

Bid em ftrike here, and here revenge 

Sem. Oh hold, 

Stay thy raſh Tongue, nor let it ſpeak of Horrors 
That may be fatal to 

Tel, What mear'ſt thou? 

Sem. Something 

For which I want a Nome oo Is there none near? 
[Looking about, 
No conſcious Ear to catch the guilty Sound? 

None to upbraid my Weakneſs, call me Parricide, 

And charge me as conſenting to the Murther ? 

For oh my Shame! my Shame! I muſt confeſs it, 

Tho? Picty and Honour urg'd me on, 


* 


Tho' Rage and Grief had wrought me to Diſtraction, 


I durſt not, cou'd not, wou'd not once accuſe thee. 

Tel. And wherefore art thou merciful in vain? 

Oh do r.ot load me with that Burthen Life, | 

Unleſs thou give me Love, to chear my Labours, 

Tell me, Semanthe, is it, is it thus | ſing, 

The Bride and Bridegroog meet? Are Tears and Mourn- 
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This Bitterneſs of Grief, and theſe Lamentinge, 
Are theſe the Portion of cur Nuptial Night? 

Sem. But thou, thou only did'ſt prevent the Joy, 
Tis thou haſt turn'd the Bleſſing to a Curſe; 

Live therefore, live, and be, if it be poſſible, 
As great a Wretch as thou haſt made Seranthe. 

Tel, It ſhall be fo, —— I will be faithful to thee, 
For Days, for Months, for Years 1 will be miſcrable; 
Protract my Suff rings ev*n'to.hoary Age, 

And linger out a tedious Life in Pain; 
In ſpight of Sickneſs, and a broken Heart, 
I will endure for Ages to obey thee. 


Sem. Oh never ſhalt thou know Sorrows like mine; | 


Never deſpair, never be curg'd, as I am, 
Yes, I will open my afflicted Breaſt, 
And ſadly ſhewy thee ev'ry ſecret Pain, 


Tho' Hell and Darkneſs with new Monſters teem, 


Tho? Furies hideous to behold aſcend, | 
Toſs their infernal Flames, and yell around me; 
Tho' my offended Father's angry Ghoſt 


Shou'd riſe all pale and bloody juſt before me; 


Till my Hair ſtarted up, my Sight were blaſted, 

Ard ev'ry trembling Fibre ſhook with Horror; 

Yet —— yet oh yet I muſt confeſs I love thee 
Tel, Then let our envious Stars oppoſe in vain. 

Their baleful Influence, to thwart our Joys; 


My Love ſhall get the better of our Fate, 


Preyent the Malice of that hard Decree, 
That ſeem'd to doom us to eternal Sorrows; 
And yet in ſpight of all we will be happy. 
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Sem. Let not that vain, that faithleſs Hope deceĩve thee, 


For tis reſoly'd, tis certainly decreed, 
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Fix'd as that Law by which Imperial Fove, 


According to his Preſcience and his Pow'r, 
Ordains the Sons of Men to Good or Evil; 


Tis certain, ev'n our Love, and all the Mis'ries 


Which muſt attend that Love are not more certain, 
Than that this Moment we muſt part for ever. 
Tel. How! Part for ever? That's a way indeed 
To make us Miſerable, Is there none, 
No other fad Alternative of Grief, 
Noother Choicebut this? — What, muſt we part for ever ? 
Sem. Oh ſigh not, nor complain Is not thy Hand 
Stain'd with my Father's Blood? Juſtice and Nature, 
The Gods demand it, and we muſt obey : 
Yes, I muſt go, the preſſing Minutes call me, 
Where theſe fond Eyes ſhall never ſee thee more, 
No more with languifhing Delight gaze on thee, 


Feed on thy Face, and fill my Heart with Pleaſure ; 


Where Day and Night ſhall follow one another, 
Tedious alike and irkſome, and alike 
Waſted in weary Lonelineſs and Weeping. 

Tel. Herethen, my Soul, take thy Farewel of Happineſs; 
That and Semanthe fly together from thee: 
Henceforth renounce all Commerce with the World, 
Nor hear, nor ſee, nor once regard what paſſes. 
Let mighty Kings contend, ambitious Youth 
Arm for the Battel, Seaſons come and go; 


Spring, Summer, Autumn, with their fruitful Pleaſures; 


And Winter with its filver Froſt, ler Nature 
Diſplay in yain her various Pomp before thee, 
*Tis wretched all, tis all not worth thy Care, 
"Tis all a Wilderneſs without Semanthe, 


Sem. One laſt, one guilty Proof, how much Ilovetheez 
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(Forgive it Gods!) Ceraunus and the Samians 
Shall bring thee from me, ere I part from 1haca, 
That done, I'II baſte, III fly, as I have ſworn, 
For thy lov'd ſake, far from the Sight of Man, 
Fly tothe pathleſs Wilds, and ſacred Shades, 
Where Dyyads and the Mountain-Nymphs reſort ; 
ed There beg the rural Deities to pity me, 
| To end my Woes, and let me on their Hills 
Like Cypariſſus grow a mournful Tree; 
r? or melt like Weeping Bydlis to a Fountain. 
nd Tel. Since Fate divides us then, ſince I muſt loſe thee; _ 
For Pity's ſake, for Love's, oh ſuffer me | 
Thus languiſhing, thus dying to approach thee, 
And figh my laſt Adieu upon thy Boſom: 
Permit me, thus, to fold thee in my Arms, 
To preſs thee to my Heart, to taſte thy Sweets, 
Thus pant, and thus grow giddy with Delight, 
Thus for my laſt of Moments gaze upon thee, 
Thou beſt —— thou only Joy — thou loſt Semanthe ! 
Sem. For ever I cou'd liſten —— But the Gods, 
5; ruhe cruel Gods forbid, and thus they part us. 
Remember ——— oh remember me, Telemachus! N 
Perhaps thou wilt forget me; but no matter, | 
I will be true to thee, preſerve thee ever, { 
The ſad Companion of this faithful Breaſt, | 
While Life and Thought remain, and when at laſt „ 
. I feel the Icy Hand of Death prevail, = 
My Heart-ftrings break, and all my Senſes fail, | 8 
II fix thy Image in my cloſing Eye, 
Sigh thy dear Name, then lay me down and die. * 
Manet Telemachus. 
Tel, And whither wilt thou wander, thou forlorn 
Abandon d 


SS Wwe, 


| Defended, chear'd, ard bore me thro the Danger; 


Favour d of Heav'n; in all thy Wars victorious. 
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Abandon'd Wretch!— The King thy Father comes, S ot 

Fly from his angry Frown —— No matter whither, , 

Seek for the darkeſt Covert of the Night, 

Seek out for Death, and ſee if that can hide thee, 

If there be any Refuge thou can'ſt prove, 

Sate from purſuing Sorrow, Shame, and anxious Love; 

[ Exit, 
Enter Ulyſſes, Eumzus, and Attendants, 
D To doubt if there be Juſtice with the Gods, 

Or it they care for ought below, were impious. 

Oft have I try'd, and ever found em faithful, 

In all the various Perils of my Life, 

In Battels, in the midſt of flaming Troy. 

In ſtormy Seas, in thoſe dread Regions where 

Swarthy Cimmerians have their dark Aboad, 

Divided from this Worls, and Porderers on Hell ; 

Ev'n there the Providence of Fove was with me, 


Nor is his Power, nor is my Virtue leſs, 

That I ſhow'd fear this rude, tumultuous Herd. 
Eum. So feeble is our Band, ſo few our Friends, 

We hope not Safety from our ſelves, but Thee; 

In thee our King we truſt, in thee thou Hero, 


But ſee where proud Rebellion comes againſt thee, 


| | | [ Shout, 
Securely fierce, and breathing bold Defiance; 
New let our Courage and our Faith be try'd, 5 
And if, unequal to thy great Example, LAT An 


We cannot conquer like thee, yet we can die for thee: 


Shout; He 


bout, 
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Shout; Drums and Trumpets: Then enter Antinous, 
Cleon and Soldiers. 
Ant. "What bold Invader of our Laws and n e 
Uſurps the Sacred Name of King in ILhaca? 
Who dares to play the Tyrant in our State, 
And in deſpight of hoſpitable Fove, 
Defames our Iſland with the Blood of Strangers? 
. Have you forgot me then, you Men of Ithaca? 
Did I for this, amongſt the Grecian Heroes, 
Go forth to Battle in my Country's Cauſe? 
Have I by Arms, and by ſucceſsful Counſels, 
Deſery'd a Name from Aſias wealthy Shores, 
Ev'a to the Weſtern Ocean, to thoſe Bounds 
That mark the great Alcides utmoſt Labours, 
And am I yet a Stranger here ——at home? tions 
Ant. And wherefore didſt thou leave thoſe diſtant Na- 
Through which thy Name and mighty Deeds wereſpread? 
We never ſought to know thee, and now known 
Regard thee not, unleſs it be to puniſh | 
Thy Violation of our publick Peace. ; 
Uly/ſ. And doſt thou dare, doſt thou, audacious Slave, 
Thou raſh Miſ-leader of this giddy Crowd, 
Doſt thou preſume to match thy ſelf with me, 
To judge between a Monarch and his People? 
If Heav'n had not appointed me thy Maſter, 
Yet it had made me ſomething more than thou art, 
Then when it made me what I am Ulyſes, 
Ant. Then be Ulyſſes! Eccho it again, 
And ſee what Homage theſe will pay the Sound; 
| [Pointing to the Soldiers. 
Tell 'em the Story of your Trojan Wars, 
How Hector drove you headlong to the Shore, 


And 
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And threw his hoſtile Fires amidſt your Fleet; 
Then mark with what Applauſe they will receive thee; 
Say, Countrymen, will you revenge the Princes 
This Wanderer has lain, and join with me? 
Omnes. Antinous! Antinous ! 
Ant. What of your Monarch? 
Omnes. Drive him out to Biniſhment. [careleſs 
U. Were there no Gods in Eeav'n, or were they 
And Fove bad long forgot to wield his Thunder, 
And dart Deſtruction down on Crimes like thine; 
Yer, Traitor, hope not thou to *ſcape from Juſtice, 
Nor let rebellious Numbers ſwell thy Pride; 
For know, U!yſſes is alone ſufficient 
To puniſh thee, and on thy perjur'd Head 
Revenge the Wrongs of Love and injur'd Majeſty. 
Ant. And ſee I ſtand prepar'd to meet thy Vengeance; 
Exert thy Kingly Pow'r, and fummon all 
Thy uſeful Arts and Courage to thy Aid; 
And fince thy faithful Diomede is abſent, 
Since valiant Ajax, with his Sevenfold Shield, 
No more ſhall interpoſe *twixt thee and Danger, 
Invoke thoſe friendly Gods whoſe Care thou art, 
And let them ſave thee; now aſſert thy Cauſe; 
And render back to thy deſpairing Arms 
The beauteous Queen, whom in deſpight of them 
And thee this happy Night I made my Prize. 
. Hear this, ye Gods! He triumphs in the Rape, 
Moft glorious Villain! But we pauſe too long; 
On then, and tempt our Fate, my gallant Friends, 


From this Defyer of the Gods, this Monſter, 


Let us redeem my Queen, or die together: 
And, equal to our great Forefathers Fame, 
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Deſcend and join thoſe Demi-Gods of Greece, 5. 
Who with their Blood enrich'd the Dardan Plains, 

To vindicate a Husband's ſacred Right. 
Shout: Then enter Arcas wounded. | 

Ant. What means that ſudden Thunder-clap of Tumult? 
Art thou not Arcas? -—— Thou art faint and bloody. 

Arc, I have paid you the laſt Office of my Friendſhip; 
Scarce have I Breath enough to ſpeak your Danger: ; 
The furious Samians, led by young Telemachus, 
Reſiſtleſs, fierce, and bearing all before em, 

Have from the Caſtle forc'd the captive Queen; 
Fir'd with Succeſs, they drive our fainting Troops, 
And hither urge their Way with threat'ning Cries, 
Loudly demanding your deyoted Head, 

A juſt Atonement for their murther'd Lord, 

. Celeſtial Pow'rs! ye Guardians of the Juſt! 

This wond'rous Work is yours, and yours be all the Praiſe. 

Aut. Confuſion! — Wherefore didſt not thou proclaim 
My Innocence, and warn them of their Error? [Soul 

Arc. Behold theſe Wounds, through which my parting 
Is haſting forth, and judge my Truth by them: 
Whate'er I cou'd, I urg'd in thy Defence, 

But all was vain; with clamorous Impatience 

They broke upon my Speech, and ſwore *rwas falſe! 

Their Queen, the fair Semanthe, had accus'd thee, 

And fix'd her Royal Father's Death on thee. 

If any way be left yet, haſte and fly; 

Th? inconſtant faithleſs Lhacans join with em, 

And all is loſt —— What dearer Pledge than Life 

Can Friendſhip ask! Behold I give it for thee, _ 

Dies. CS bout. 

Ulyſ. They come! Succeſs ard Happineſs attend us! 
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Pallas, and my victorious Son fight for us; 
Ant. Thou and thy Gods at laſt have got the better. 
[To U!yſſe, 
Yet know I ſcorn to fly; that great Ambition, 
That bid me firſt aſpire to Love and Empire, 
Still brightly burns, and animates my Soul. 
Be true my Sword, and let me fall reveng'd, 
And I'll forgive ill Fortune all beſides. 
[Ulyſſes, Antinous, and their Parties, fight 
Enter Telemachus, Ceraunus, and Samian Soldiers ; they 
join Ulyſſes, and drive Antinous, Cleon, and the reſt 
off the Stage. Then enter at one Door Ulyſſes, at the 
other the Queen, Mentor, and Attendants. 

U. My Queen! My Love! 

Qu. My Hero! My Ulyſſes! 

Once more thou art reſtor'd, once more 1 hold thee! 
At length the Gods have prov'd us to the utmoſt, 
Are fatisfy'd with what we have endur'd, 

And never will afflict nor part us more. 

Tis not in Words to tell thee what I've felt, 

The Sorrows and the Fears: ev'n yet I tremble; 
Ev'n yet the fierce Idea's ſhock my Soul, 

And hardly yield to Wonder and to Joy. 

Men. A Turn ſo happy, and ſo unexpected, 
None, but thoſe over-ruling Pow'rs who caus'd it, 
Cou'd have fereſeen: The beauteous Samian Princeſs, 
Within whoſe gentle Breaſt, Revenge and Tenderneſs 
Long ſtrove, and long maiatain'd a doubtful Conflict, 
At length was vanquiſh'd by prevailing Love; 

And happily to fave the Prince, imputed 
To falſe Antinous her Father's Death 
Heay'a has approy d the Fraud of fond Affection, 
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The juſt Deceit, a Falſhood fair as Truth, 

Since tis to that alone we owe your Safety, / is 

| Enter Telemachus. | | 

Tel. Here let me kneel, and with my Tears attone 1 

[ Kneeling. 1 


The raſh Offendes of my heedleſs Youth, 
[ Ulyſſes. raiſes him. 
Here offer the firſt Trophies of my Sword, 
And once more hail my Father King of Ithaca. 
Antinous, the Rebel Faction's Chief, 
Is now no more, and your repenting People 
Wait with united Homage to receive you; 
The Strangers too, to whom we owe our Conqueſt, 
Hiſte to embark, and ſet their ſwelling Sails 
To bear the ſad Semanthe back to Samos; 
Joy like the chearful Morning dawns on all, 
And none but your unhappy Son ſhall mourn, 
Ulyſ. Like thee the Pangs of parting Love Pve known, 
My Heart like thine has bled But oh ! my Son, 
Sigh not, nor of the common Lot complain, 
Thou that art born a Man, art born to Pain; 
For Proof, behold my tedious twenty Years 
All ſpent in Toil, and exercis'd in Cares: 
'Tis true, the gracious Gods are kind at laſt, 
And well reward me here for all my Sorrows paſt. 


Exeunt. 
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